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“DON'T LET ME DISTURB YOU, MISS MaRY}™” SAID CONOL, TAKING A SEAT BESIDE HER, 


THE BARRIER REMOVED, 


(A NOVELETTE.)]— 


CHAPTER I. 
"With zoe of Heian’ 

e; ¥ * 

and 68 ven's ae 
“Here's a pretty plese of business |” ex- 
claimed Mrs, Roderick Macgregor, ee 
winter's ee looking up from the p of 
® letter she across the breakfast-table, at 
under-sized 





atalably, with a smile thats was jasb a triffe | 
strained and 


“A great deal’s the matter,” she responded, | 
tartly. “It wasn’t enough for Ivor to die end- 
denly, and put us to the expense of mourning, 
but now Colonel Clavering writes that there fan’t 
& penny for the child beyond the forty pounds a- 
— he left her, and he wants to find a 
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**Tt means,” she went on, fiercely, ‘‘ that this 
man, this Ciavering, wants to foist this pauper 
child on us! That fs, more correctly speaking, | 





** Niece, or no nlece, [ won't have her living 
here,”’ she declared, 

" Then—-hadn’t—you-—better—write and tal! 
him so!” 

“Too late! The brat has started already 
He’s sent her over in the care of an ayab, who 
has been to England three or four times.” 

" Then—whad will you do!” 

"Find someone who will take her in and 

look after her for the sum of forty pounds a- 
year,” 
"Your own brother's child!” exclaimed Mac- 
gregor, startled by such inhumanity out of his 
usual abject fear, and a servile obedience end 
acquiescence to ali her wishes and plans. 

"Don’t brother's child me,” she rejoined, 
sharply. ‘She's more Kathleen O'Hagan’s child 
than Ivor’e. A low creature, utterly beneath all 
of us.” 

‘* Oh, Marjorle! Her only faulb was poverty. 


* Yea, a See is your niece,” with | She was a perfect 
nervousness. 


extra hesita 


lady | 
“Jost a man’s verdict,” with a sniff of con- 
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temp), “ because the girl happened to have a patr 
of bive eyes avd a baby face! "” 

“No, n0! Do be jast,” he implored. 

“Am I ever anything else?” she asked, In 
awful tones, for ff there was ove thing more than 
another on which Mra, Mac prided herself it was 
her religion, and Cartatlan-like charity and bene- 
volence, 

Like the Pharleee of old, she was given to 
vauntlog her piety, and makiog long prayers, and 
generally displaying an immense amount of 
humility and humbieness. But truly it was the 
devil's darliag.ein, ‘‘the pride that apes humility,’ 
for a more haughty, hard, arrogant, se!fish woman 
never lived. 

She ground down mercilessly all who came In 
contact with ber, aud to eave a “saxpence” 
would often be guilty of a shameless plece of 
meanness, 

Her servants hated her, acqusintancea avoided 
her, and her relatives, being unable to escape 
entirely from her upas-like presenca, dreaded 
ner; while her husband, whom it wae currently 
reported she had married, and not he her, was 
scared almost ont of the Hbttle wib he possessed 
by ber constant nagging and bullying. 

_" Am I ever anything save just!’ she repeated, 
fo s still more awe-lnsptring tone. An 

No, no, my love, certainly not!” he hastened 
to acknowledge, ‘‘ You are never anything but 
& parfect woman in my eyes!” ovat | 

Poor, miserable little hypocrite 1 

“ That’s right!” with a smiléof complacency, 
that displayed a whole row of projecting yellow 
bones to horrisle disadvantage, “ Anyway, I 
don’s mean to have this baby here!" 

“No, my dear, it wonld certaloly be a great 
trial aud trouble to yen |” . 

“Oertainly! I could neb-set up a nonrsery 
ogain, Stuart fs five, remember, and Allen and 
James ten and fourteen, A-baby twelve mocthe’ 
old would be,e wbite elephant here |’ 

“ Just so. A white elophant!” re 
‘Therefore, I. feel thaiI am only aciia 
r'yhtly, and with a due regard for the bappinssa 
sad comfort of myself, you, and our boys In de- 
clinfug to have this iafant here,” looking at bim 
with fierce and menacing Interrogation, . that 

made him hastily blurt oat,— 

* Oertalaly, certainly |” eae 

** Tf the money the child possessed were greater 
T might, I don’t say that I should, bat I might 
tolerate her being In the same house with 
me, for then I could engage the services of s 
thoronghly competent narse, who would take 
entire chargs of her ; but as she fe next-door to 
a@ pauper the best thing to do {fs to pnt her with 
some honest, godly, country folk, and let her 
grow up to believe herself one of them |” 

“Ds—you—know—of any such folk!” fn- 
quized poor Roderick, his -tender heart bleeding 
fer the orphaned bairp, and yet not daring to 
try and alter or avert the hard and unfair di:- 
poeltfon of her future, 

Yes, I think I do!” returned Mra, Mac- 
gregor, smoothing down her black aiik spron 
with a pair of bony, mittened hands, 

** Who are they?” 

‘' The Cromthers of Derryardor!” 

*' Your Essex friends { ” 

“ Acquaintances!” she corrected, in slightly 
ecidulated tones, ‘ Taey are farm people, and 
therefore I could hardly call them friends, except 
in the Lord, Patience fs a godly woman and an 
ornement to her sex.” 

“I see!” he mumbled, mizersbly, wonder- 
ing what kind of 4 life the little Anglo-Indian 
waif would have with the “godly ornament to 
her sex. 

* [ shall go down snd cee them to-morrow.” 

** So soon?” he ejaculated, 

* Yea! Kathleen O’Hagan's child” (sha reso- 
lute'y ignored the fact of its heiog her brather’a 
aleo) ‘will arrive ia Eogland a fortnight from 
to-day, Ib will te necessary to have all 
arrangements made, everything ready for its 
reception.” 

“Of course!" 

“Then when I have told Lawyer Greaves to 

ay the forty pounds, fo quarterly instalments, 
to Patience Crowther, I ehall ba able to wash 
my hands of the whole affair and breathe freely, 





knowing the child will have no farther claim on 
me. 


** Yer, if they take her.” 

They will! ’? shattiog her mouth like a steel 
trap. ‘*Ill mansge that,” and she did, 

The uext day she started from Liverpool 
Street, and, after a run of three or four hours, 
alighted at Wiaden, which was the nearest 
station to Derryardor ; then, diadalning the {n- 


vitations of the solitary fiyman and the ‘bue} fp 


conductor, she gatbered up her skirts, aud 
atepped out for the five-mile walk that lay 
before her. she strode; her wind busy, won- 
dering what she could make out of her Ifttle 
niece, what hint she could give the Crowthers 
that s dozen or two of their new-laid eggs would 
be very acceptable now and then, or a brace of 
plump chickens, and she was so engrossed with 
her mercevary calculations that she bad uot a 
glance to spare for the flat marshland lylog around, 
dotted sparsely here and there withicottagew and 
farm-eteads, wl akties 

Of these, the most important wae Castle 
Farm, so called because it stood on o silght 
eminence—locked upon almost as @ mountain ia 


that flat land—and becauee or!ginally it had been { and, 
one~ot: Henry the Eighth’s coast castles. 


was not a t deal of the 1 buildtvg lefts, 
The farm , bullt abont the time of Queen 
Anne, stood facing seaward, hiding the ruined 
stonework of Binff Hal’s period, the antiqueness 
of which was epolled by having modern cow and 
pig-houses built up against ib, and decidedly 
Vistorian roofs on atch of the walls as were 
safé and able to bear them. Jt was surrounded 
byrs fairly high, grey stone wall, loopholed, of 
depth aud strength, outelde of which was 
the dry moat, and thick belt-of trees—trees that 
conld be seen far and near, for there were not 
many In that wide marshland, and being few and 
far between those of Castle Farm were con- 
spicuons and a landmark, 
eyond the moat lay the pastures, green and 
fair, for old Peter Crowther bad been wealthy, 
and dyked his land end cut creekr, and spent 
much In keeping out the ever-encroaching ocean, 
whose salt waves rushlog over the grass acres 
spoiled and ruined them, leaving them hardly fit 
for the cattle to browse on, and half-a-mile 
further in lay the corn and grain lands that he 
had cultivated with such care and trouble until 
they surpassed any in the county, or, at all 
events, those lying near the ses-coagt and abutting 
on the marshes, 

His barns and granarfes were filled to over- 
flowing, hfs stables and sheda full, his pena, 
atyes, and poultry-yard well stocked—everything 
prosperous and flourfehing. So when he died 


his only eon, Jim, stepped into a good thing, for: 


all came to him save two thousand pounds; 
which Peter left respectively to his other two 
ehlidren, Patience and Pradence, both consider- 
ably older than their half-brother, Jim belng the 
Benjamin of the family, the offspring of his 
father’a old age, 

Jiu was five when old Crowther died, Patisnce 
forty-five, and Pradence thirty-five. ‘The other 
numerous children who came before Patience, 
and after her and before Prudence, died of ague, 
mareh fever, and other dawp-prodaced diseases. 
The young people were all able to carry-on the 
farming operations commenced by thelr father, 
and did se, and the efstera never dreamt of taking 
their little fortune# Gut of the concern. Al! they 
eared for was their step-brother’s welfare and 
pr ty, so they all lived together as before, 
Patience managing the household mattera, Pru- 
dence superintending the dairy and poultry-yard, 
pot all going smoothly at the quaint Tador farm- 
etead, t 
O? love and marrisge, neither Patience or Pru 
ever thought for themselves, They were plain- 
faced, middle-aged, commonplace women, and had 
the sense {0 know that if a wooer came he would 
be courting thelr money, and not them, So they 
interested themselves ia thelr dally labours, and 
sought In every way to further thelr beloved 
step-brother’s icterests, That he might marry 
some day they thought just possible, nothing 
more, 

Of courze, [¢ would nob be for years ; and when 
he did it would naturally, they argued, be a 


rere} efetet, id hot 





woman like themselves, of the dsefu’, not orn. 
mental type; and then they would laugh to 
think of matrimony for s boy, and turn to and 
work all the harder ab their cevers! occupations, 
It was 3 busy household, and when Mrs. Mac- 
gregor rapped lotdly with her umbrella at the 
old nall-studded oak door, Prudevcs came te open 
is with her dress pinned back and her sleeves 
rolled up to the elbow, for she was busy churn- 


" Mrs, Macgregor | Lor, sakewalive! What 
brings ye doon hither!” she exclaimed, her 
round, gd0d-natured face beaming with pleasure, 
for vieltors at the farm were like angele, few and 
far between; and. Pru was worldly enough to 
like a chat with a body from towr, and hear news 
of that outer world fréwi which she was to a 
great extent shut off." * ~* 

‘* Business,” “fefoided the Scottish matron, 
tersely, for In her alim, pbarisaical eyes Pra 


‘was but a wandering sheep 6 “the 
: Se fold, abd Yl of arma Sen nad unholy 


) ’ ther 
Pat, ! ifiah “gou!, 
' beén crossed {h love, like her 

& jaund!ced vice oe 
and all people, but was ready to be pleased and 
amused by very simple and lonocent things; but 
then she did not interlard her conversation With. 
quotations from scripture, nor openly boast of 
her munificence if she gave an old flannel pettt- 
coatora pair of boots to s poor woman, Her 
charity was of that kind which letteth not the 
lett hand know what the right hand doeth ; and, 
moreover, she was lenient to sluners and back- 
alidersp a@ therefore found wo favour with her 
sister's hard-hearted friend. 

“Basiness?” she echce?, “ With Patience 
of course }” 

‘Of course,” responded Mire. Mac, flatly, 
“ Where fs she?" 

“ Gettin’ dlaner ready ; [t's nigh upon one 
o'clock, Bat come {u, you're r welcome. 
She'll be here in a minute, when she knows who 
it a,” av she ushered the guest foto the best 
parlour, sweet with the emell of dried lavender 
and rose leaves, and gorgeous with gay-colétired 
antimacassars and startling prints, 

“@Govand call_your <sister, please,” ordered 
Marjorle. estaking foto an easy-chair, 
with an affectation of extreme wearinets which 
she did mot feel, for her bony frame wae 
capable of enduring far greater fatigue than a 
five- mile walk, : 

Only she did nob want to waste time talkiog 


was a awett-te 


| to Pew who bustled away inno end ofa hurry 


tothe red-tile floored kitchen; wheré the rows of 


‘pewter mugs shone like silver, and reflected the 


ruddy fire-glow.; and the dresser wae rcrubbed 
snow-white, and showed off ‘its burden of old, 
blue, willow-pattern china finely, and where all 
were busy preparing the meal for the hungry 
farm-worke!s, soon expected in from their daily 
labours, 

‘* Well, what {s {t 2’? demanded Miss Crowther, 
pausing for an instant from her occupation of 
basting a huge joint that turned slowly round 
and round on the ep!t, and showing her elater & 
glimpse of her hard, unlevely face, now more un- 
lovely than usual, as it waa flashed to a dull red 
by the heat of the fire, 

” vee! Pages Marve the young sister, with 
an spproach to a 

“Visitor, indeed; and at this tolme o' the 
mornia’,” 

“What next, I wonder!” exclaimed the mis- 
trees of Castle Farm, letting the big spoon fal} 
with a clatter into the pan, and se!zing on a big 
saucepan of potatoes to shake, as a little veut 
for her wrath, 

** You won't be argered when you know who 
1b le has ¢ome hither,” declared Pra. 

“Not That remains to be seen.” 

* To’s Mrs, Macgregor.” 

“ Marjorie Macgregor!“ repeated the other, 
fn wurprize, ‘What In the world brings her 
hither t’’ 

“ Basiness with you, Sister Patfence.” 

“With me? It’s to rescus some soul from 
the burning, I make no donbt, Here, Polly,” a8 
she divested herself of the big sprop, and le 
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down her sleeves over her muscular armr, “ take 
the spoon, anddon’t ye let the meat burn whiles 
I'm away. Now, Pra, move yourself, and get 
dinner served for the farm folk, and some sent 
up to the parlour for Mrs, Mac an’ ourselves, as 
goon as convaniens,” 

And having given these directions, she hurried 
off to greet her guest, 

“T'm right glad to see ye,” she declared, grasp- 
ing the tch woman's bony hand fo a strong 


“ And I to see you,” returned the other, with 
a sanctimonious alr and drawl, ‘ The servants 
cf the Lord are not often to bse met with now.” 

“Tcue,” agreed Miss Crowther, with a groan. 
Squad madiorting ie tan ie 2 

ty, more ung eas day by day. It's s 

treat to talk with one as fs not pasb redemption 
like yourself, It behoves a body to be carefal 
who they prattles with and knows these times.” 

“Tt does!” solemnly assented Mre, Mac, 
** And that ls why I have come to you in my 
dilemma.” i 

“Dilemmat Why, what's the matter?". 

"A good deal, -I’'ve a baby left on my 


“A baby!” echoed the other, blank astonieh- 
ment visible on her face. 

“Yes, a baby!’ nodding her head, till the 
flaunting popplee In her bonnet waggled back- 
warde and forwards et no end of a rate, , 

“*Whoee, mna’am, if I may make so bold as to 


"My brother’s—Ivor Stewart.” 

"'Sakes allve! Is his pretty wife dead?” 

* Ay, and he too,”’ 

Lors i] ” 

“Heaven grant they may have entered Into 
that everlasting rest which they ecarcely deserved 
pulr, feckless souls!” with a sanctimonious snort. 

“Amen!” responded Patience, devoutly. 

“Ay, Amen |’ 

* And their child!" inquired Mies Crowther, 
withsome Interest, for she bac a vivid recollection 
~f the golden-haired, blue-eyed, fairy-like Moitle 
creatare Mr. Stewart had married. 

“Thelr child,” retarned Mrs. Mac, In awful 
tones, “is left on my hande, on my charity |” 

" Bless my soul |” 

“You may well say that. This Infant. of 
twelve months {s foisted upon me, and [ have to 
provide for in!” 

"It's hard!” exclaimed Patience, hardly 

knowing which way the wind of her friend’s 
ideas biew, ‘to provide for another's child 
when ye have some of ye'er own to fettle 
for 1” 
" Hard ! It’s infamous!" declared the Scotch- 
woman, wrathfally. “My youngest ls nearly 
eix, golng to echool ; my oursery is dismantled ; 
my curs dismiseed ; my time occupied with my 
parish work, my mothers’ meeting, my decerving 
unemployed’s soup kitchen, wy miselon for the 
distribution of suftable clothing to the nude 
negroes of the Gold Coast, and the propsgation 
of the Gospel of Light amonget the Hottentote 
—I haven't # moment tospare. My whole time 
is given up to the service of the Lord 1” 

“Yes, yes! Ye're a godly women,” acknow- 
ledged the other, readily, only acrozs her half- 
sdacated brain for an Justant flashed the thonght 
that ib. might be “ Lord’s work” to look after 
the motherlese babe, “ for of auch is the Kingdom 
of Heaven,” 

“ Besides,” grumbled Marjorie Macgregor, bent 
upon carefully concealing the fact that the little 
orphan had forty pounds a-year, “it will take all 
my surplus cash to keep her, and I dearly loveto 
give what I can to our beloved pastor—the Rev, 
Hypsocrytum Dothemwel! !” 

“Of course. Right yeare. We should give 
all we can to them as sre the chosen miniatere of 
our Heavenly Father! ” 

“Well, I shan’t have much to spare in the 
ate the pen ina 

‘He that giveth to the lendeth to the 
Lord gt poor 


“Ay, true!” with a bypoocritical sigh, “I 
throw my bread upon the waters!’ 

* And yell gain ye'er reward |” 

“T hope so! QOaly—Patlencs Crowther 1” 

“Yes, ma'am?” 





“ There's one thing as plain as the New Testa- 
ment |” 

" An’ what's that!” 

"I can’t have Kathleen O'Hagan’s child 
brought up with my dear boys !" 

“No?” doubtfaily and iaquiringly. 

“No,” fixing her light gold eyes on the other 
woman's face. 

‘' Then what will sou do with the child 1” 

* Get some kind, Christian friend to take her, 
clothe, feed, and provide for her for the sum 
of ten pounds a quarier—forty pounds per 
anoam |” 


“Forty pomnds per annum!” echoed the } 


other. 
“Ay! Thers’s a deal of spending in that, 
isn’s there }” unctuously. 

“J—I—I'm not so sure, when there's a little 
one to provide for. They take a mortal lot o' 
clothes—and things,” thinkisg of Jim's email, 
fat feet, that persisted in getting chubbier and 
chubbler every day, and growing too big for his 
boote with alarming rapidity. 

“Yes, where there's only one. Where there 
are two the younger can wear out the elder’s old 
things,” insinuated Mrs, Mac, craftily. 


“Now, Patlence,” she went on, boldly and 
volably, feeling she must speak out, “ You are 
my friend, have been my friend In holiness 


and righteousnees these twenty years and more. 


I therefore turn to you fn my distress, I appesl 
to you to help to eave this soul from the burning, 
My husband fs a weak man; he will spoil, 
pamper, and ruln this child, He has long 
yearned with a most unholy longing—since it 
was « plain dispensation of Providence—fur a 
daughter. I shall be unable to Interfere; sho 
will be lost utterly, and, moreover, my good 
work will be interrupted, and perhaps stopped 
altogether, {f I have to give all my time to this 
child. Now you have a baby brother and a 
stout wench I know to mind him, I ask you 
therefore, to take Mary Stewars and forty pounds 
a-year for her keep, and do the best you can with 
ft. Make {t go as far as 46 will; and then let her 
wear aS cast-off clothes—those he has grown 
out of,” 

“ Lor, sakes allve! A lady’s child wear out 
Jim’s cast-cff clouts; I never did,” ejaculated 
Patience, who, though soured by an-early disap- 
poiutment, and tinged with some of that stern 
and fanatical idea of religion and the duties of 
life which she inherlied from her Parltanical 
forefathers, who had been staunch adherents of 
Cromwell, etiill at bears was a good woman, it 
stern and forbidding outwardly, and, moreover. 
upright and honourable enough to be just a 
little shocked ab Mrs, Mac's barely concealed 
anxiety to get rid of her little niece at any price, 
to wash her hands, and be rid of her for ever. 

“Yes, Why not?” demanded the Scottish 
matron, sternly, ‘The child is a pauper’ (ob, for 
the veracity of the Chrietlan-lke woman!) “She 
bas nothing to look forward to, absolutely 
nothing, while Jim will some day hold a certain 
position among the landed folk of the neighbour- 
hood, Beasldes, Patience, think how you could 
train this young sou] in the way in which It 
should go,” 

_“Abl that’s eomething,” murmured Mics 
Crowther, thoughtfuily. 

“Something ! Io's a great deal!” and then 
Mre, Mac brought the whole artillery of her 
forces to bear on Patience ; and Pru being called 
in to joln in the counsel, and being wild with 
delight at the mere {des of having a blue-eyed 
girl baby to live at the farm; in tha end the 
matter was arranged, greatly to the catisfaction 
of Mrs. Roderick Macgregor, who returned to 
town In a contented frame of mind, to think 
that her useful mission to the nude negroes nead 
not suffer throvgh the advent of the little 
motherless child. 


OHAPTER II. 


* A bade asleep with flower soft face that gleamed 
To sun and seaward as it laughed and dreamed, 
Toe sure of either love for either’s fear, 


Albeit so birdiike, slight and light.” 
Iv due time Mary Stewart arrived at her aunt's 





dismal, dingy town abode, accompanied by a 
ewarthy Bengalese, whose magnificent black hair 
was twisted In a grest shining masa at the top of 
her head, and fastened there by two golden 
atrows, while a jewel of sumo value nestled com- 
fortably in her left nostril; bangles adorned her 
wriste and ankles, and, altogether, with her 
white flowing garments, she presented a most 
pleturerque appearance; but In Mra, Maca 
eevere eyes she was altogether outlandieh and 
heathenish, a brand uot to be suatched from the 
burning, a lost sheep ; and she got rid of the 
devoted creature with axezing celerity, ensuring 
her a free paseage back to India by recommend- 
ing her, in extravagant terms, to a Iady of posi- 
fon, with whom ehe was sifgbtiy acquainted, 
who was returning to Bengal with two children. 

That done, she lost no time in transferring the 
little blue-eyed mite to the Eesex farmztead, 
where she was recelved with raptures by Pry, 
quiet delight by six year-old Jim, and a certain 
amount of well-snbdued eatlefaction by Patience, 
who, however, having been denied the pains anc 
pleasures of marriage and maternity, knew 
nothing whatever of the management of young 
and sensitive children; and who had allowed 
Pru to manage their baby brother {nv conjunction 
with a buxom, blooming, good-natured girl from 
the villege, just because shis felt she would be all 
abroad if ehe attempted to manage him herself, 
and that she would Ieee her temper, which was 
proverblally ebort. 

‘‘We must bring the Httle lass up well, 
alster }” ehe said, solemnly, gazing at the beauti- 
ful little creature, whose great clear blae eyes 
wandered hither and thither fall of curiosity. 

“ Of course, Patience,” 

‘And in the fear and admonitfon cof the 
Lord.” 

** Yes,” dablously, 

“Strictly, and with rigid moral discipline, and 
otherwize, if eo be we find it ueceseary, stern 
control.” 

“Oh! afater, no!” broke out the younger 
woman. ‘* Stern control for this little angel— 
never a day of it! For, sakea alive! she couldn’s 
stand 1b. *T'would break her Ifttle heart, Heaven 
bless her !”’ 

Aad she caught up the mite frcm the rug on 
which she was eitting, and swung her aloft, and 
kissed her, and cooed to her, and patted the rosy, 
dimpled fists, and played until the small creature 
crowed and kicked with delight ; and even Miss 
Crowther’s stern features relsxed Iut> the rem- 
blance of a amile, and Jim giggled and choked 
with burete of laughter. 

“ Mookar 1” cried Mies Mary, {n imperative 
baby tones, 

** What does she mean!” asked the mistress 
of Castle Farm, somewhat he!pieesty. 

“Milk,” returned Pru, promptly; ‘and of 
course she shall have {t, for she’s a duck 1” 

And forthwith she bore her off to the dairy, 
closely followed by Jim, who c'ung on to her 
skirts with both fat hands to make sure of rot 
being left behind, and gave her some of the rich 
milk in a mug thet was her brother’s specia! 
property, and showed her the pats of yellow 
butter, and the eawans, and tubs, and balle and 
queer devices she made it into ; and the bunches 
of herbs hanging from the celliog, and the great 
brass pans full of cream, and the charne with 
their double handles; and the wee stranger 
epjoyed it all, and appreciated Pru s kindness, 

And that waa the beginning of an immeasur- 
able love and affection between the two, thet 
grew and strengtbened os the years passed 
ewiltly on, And the old homestead was made 
merry by the patter of baby feet, and the sweet 
joycus ring of baby laughter, aa the little one 
grew from an {infant to a child, wondrouely 
beantifal, with a skin like cream, jast tinted 
with a rose hue; and hair that seemed to have 
caught the sunbeams captive; and eyes Cark, 
large, full of fnnocent wonder and innocent 
mirth, 

Undoubtedly the Httle orphan brought eun- 
shine to the farm, Everyone joved her, and 


; Mies Crowther became wonderfally softened. by 


her {nflaence, and secretly loved her dearly, only 
she never would admit {t, and cid her beat to be 
stern and strich ; but she failed mailserably, and 
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always gave fp to the child’s whim or fancy. 
While as to good Pru, who got atouter and 
stouter day by day, despite her vigorous churn- 
fog and other hard work, she simply gloated 
over thie treasure that had come in her way, and 
which made the eunsbinue of the honest creature's 
life, and did her best to spoil her, making her 
little room at the Farmstead a perfect bower of 
prettiness, with dalnty little trifles, and yards of 
white muslin and pale blue calico, that she 
purchased ab Winden whenever she paid a visit 
uhere, and for which occasion she saved up all 
her spare cash, which was not much, for Patience 
managed the money matters and kept her short, 
telling her that the children’s education took a 
** mort o’ money,” which explanation quitesatiefied 
P.u, And to do Miss Crowther justice, she gave 
bovh Jim and Mary the benefic of the excellent 
echools at Winden antil they were respectively 
twelve and seventeen. Then she had her 
brother home to Instruct him in the mysterles of 
farming, and obtained a tutor, who came three 
times a week to finish him off in languages, &c., 
while she also let Mary have the benefit of the 
reverend gentleman's knowledge, and, besides, 
secared the services of a decayed and impoverlehed 
geatlewoman, residing at Winden, who came twice 
@ week with clockwork-like regularity—hail, rain, 
or snow—and taught the girl to play old-fashioned 
pieces at the old-fashioned splnet in the parlour, 
and warble old-fashioned songs, which, despite 
their age and antiquity, sounded very sweet, envg 
by the clear, youthful voice, 

Patlence Crowther was doing her duty. She 
wished her half-brother to be » gentleman as far 
as he could, and able to enjoy the money that 
her care of their land and interestr, and her 
father’s before her, had made for him; while as 
to Mary Stewart, she was a lady bred and born, 
and it was only fair that she should have every 
advantege that lay in the stern old woman's 
power to give her, though the forty p2undsa 
year sent for her expenses fell far shoro of the 
mark when her education had to be paid for. 
However, she seemed to be quite one of them, 
and they had grown to lock on heras though 
she was thelr own fiesh and blood, for by degrees 
Mrs, Mic had cessed to come to the Essex farm: 
stead, and sent the money through ber lawyer, 
not wishing the little orphan to claim kinship 
with her, while ube child firmly believed herself 
their niece ; and, as vo one took the trouble to 
unteceive her, in time it became current In the 
neighbourhood that she was some relation of 
theirs kept out of charity, and her real origin 
was enilrely lost sight of, though her delicate, 
fairy-like beauty was in strong contrast to the 
Crowther’s large swarthiness, though Jim was a 
fice, tal’, good-looking fellow, in a not very 
ai istocratic style, at twenty-one, and thoroughly 
good-natured, whilst his brotherly affection for 
pretty Mary Svewart was rapidly warming into 
somethlog etronger and more passionate, 

And no woader, for at sixteen she was as 
charming a girl as could be seen fo a day’s 
march, with pretty manners and taking waye, 
and nod a shadow of rustic shynees, or a sowpcon 
of the country bumpkin about her, though she 
was modest and retiring, and anused to society or 
ins tricky ways, subterfuges, and shams. 

‘*Y heard the nightingale last evening |” 

It waa afternoon. A dreamy stillness relgned 
at Castle Farm, for the chief labour aud bustle 
of the day was over; and Mary sat by the open 
window, through which the soft, fresh breezs 
blew in, laden with the scent of the purple viclets 
that bloomed in the bed just below, gaz'ng out 
over the meadows towards the village, whore red 
roof-tops were viaible here and there through the 
swiftly-leaving treee. 

“The nightingale!” she echoed, in surprise, 
tarving her deep blue eyce on Jim, who aat near 
her on the broad window-seat. 

** Yes; actually a solitary Philomel |” 

**Io fs very early for him!” 

* Yes, I suppose it fe. As a rule, he fs nob 
heard before the middle of April.” 

“And this is only the beginning of the 
month!” 

‘' Even so, We have hardly done with— 

Amez ian March, with breast half bare, 
Waose fleety arrows whistling through the alr, 





eh? And here is the attic-bird, with ‘ amorous 
descant,’ prime tenoring iu the coppices |” 

“Jim,” sald his companion, looking at him 
gravely, ‘‘you’ve learnt and read too much. 
You'll never make a good farmer ; never keep 
— going on as aunt, pa, and Pru 

ve » 

“What an inainaation!” he laughed, “I 
ehall be all right when I am settled,” and he fo 
his turn looked at her, a world of longing in his 
soft brown eyes, ‘‘and shall blossom into a wonder- 
ful fellow at beeves, and hogs, and fowls; of 
course, nob equal to the sisters, They are beyond 
competition ; but I hope nct a bad sort.” 

“T hope so too, It would never do to let the 
prosperity of the dear old place go down !” 

* You like is?” he queried, eagerly. 

“T love it!” she answered, quickly, looking 
round at the quaint room, with ite shoulder-high 
wood walnecot, its tall mantelpiece, Liberally 
adorned with grotesque china and dogs; 
at the grandfather's clock, away in a 
corner with monotonous ty, and the wide 
hearth, where a woodfire glowed, for the evenings 
were still chilly, and a kettle hissed and sang 
merrily. ‘The only home I have ever known !”’ 
she added, In lower tones, for she had now and 
then a hazy notion that some person or persons 
somewhere about in the world belonged to her, 
and that the Crowthers were not the only people 
in the uviverse with whom she was connected, 
But these notions were vague and undefined, 
unreal and evanescent as srooke, and dis 
at Jim's next words. 

Py Toe only one you ever need know ” he put 


q 3 

**Io ts very good of you to say that, Jim!” 
gratefally. 

“Good of me!” he cried, passionately, 
“Why, what would the farm be without you!” 

“IT don't do much good—don’t help much !” 
she remarked, diffidently. 

"Do much good! You make the sunshine of 
our lives! Is that nothing }” 

‘'Oh, Jim!” while a blash rose to the creamy 
psilor of her cheek as she met his ardent gaze. 

“We couldn’s do without you.” 

" Perhaps you will have to some day,” smiling 
up at him. 

© What do you mean, Mary!” while a sudden 
pain, the firat of many and many an after- 
twinge, shot through his heart. 

“You will marry some day, Jim,’’ she an- 
swered, quietly, ‘‘and then, when you have a 
wife to share ail your pains and pleasures, you 
won't want mo or avyoue else here to mar your 
perfect happiness and content !'’ 

“J shall always want you,” he returned, 
firmly, no matter what betide; and, Mary, 
there is only one woman in the world I could 
make my wife. I think you know who she Is?” 
pointedly, ‘No other would satlafy me—no 
other, in my eyes, would be fitting mistress for 
the old farmetead, and sharer of my life |” 

Perhaps she did know, for again the blush 
mantiled over the fair face, and the white lids 
drooped over the bright eyes, but she made no 
response ; for thongh she cared for Jim dearly, 
as yet she was ‘‘fancy freo,”” and far from 
desirons of becoming a wife, though it had 
croesed Ler mind that in the years to come, 
when time had brought wisdom to her golden 
head, and ahe wanted rest and peace, she would 
fiod ip in Jim Crowther’s love and home, Siill, 
she was little more than a child. 


© Bt with reluctant feet, 
Where brook and river moet, 
Womanhood and childhood sweet.” 


And the thought of his love and the passion In 
his eyes when he looked at her frightened her 
sometimes, and she was glad when the door 
opened and Patience and Pru entered, fresh from 
their expedition to Winden, where they went 
every market-day, 

“Sakes alive, children (Misa Crowther still 
called them children), sitting with the window 
open this chilly day |” 

"T have felt quite warm, aunt! " expostulated 
Mary, rising to klse them botb, which caresses 
Jim envied and coveted, 

“All the more reason you shouldn’t sit in a 





draught!” snapped the old woman, ‘“' Jim, 
what were ye thinking o’ to let her be there /” 

“Tt never stauck me ft would harm her,” re 
plied the young man, shutting down the win- 
dow, however, at a sign from his alster. 

"Those sort o’ things should strike ye, boy, 
Ye're too much o’ a dreamer, me lad; it's time 
ye woke up te the realities o’ life |” 

" He'll wake up soon enon’,” put ia Pra, with 
unconscious, but prophetic assurance. ‘' Never 
you fear, Sis, there’s time enou’ for him. He's 
but a staggering Robert yet !"’ by which elegant 
simile the creature meant that he was only 
a young calf, 

“I shall rouse up when I'm wanted,” he said, 
with a smile, and quick glances at Mary, ‘At 
present my rd/e seems to be that of ornamental, 
not usefal.” 

** You're concelted enough, at any rate,” re- 
torted his elder sister, but an answering smile iii 
up her grim and rugged features. ‘' And now 
led us have tea, dearie!" and obediently the 
girl arranged the quaint Derby tea-set on the 
oak table, oo assisted by a buxom, tye gery 
country cut a heaped-up plate - 
and-butter, and toasted the home-made cakes ; 


the table, sugared 
nicety, and handed It round, an 

thue occupled, Jim watched her with loving eyes, 
and thought in his heart that ' a falrer maid the 
sun had ne'er shone on.” 


CHAPTER III. 


Heir to his wealth and many acres, 
And the old time-worn ancestral home. 


A raw evenings later Mary sauntered out with 
Jim, at the Iatter’s Invitation, to hear Philome! 
warble in the thicket at Quakers Spring, a place 
some two miles distant from Castle Farm, and 
part of the property of Squire Courtney, the big- 
wig of the nelghbourhood—a man looked ap to 
and reverenced, parclyon account of his greav 
wealth and high position, partly by reason of his 
stern nny | and honourable uprightnese, that 
was above and beyond reproach, : 

‘‘Flas the Squire come back from Italy }” 
neked Mary, as they passed the Court, ae his 
place was called, 

**T haven't heard,” answered ber companion ; 
"bat there seems to be more bustle than asual 
about the place,” and be glanced at the Squire’s 
home, It had originally been a castle, and the 
keep and some of the old roome were still in a 
state of good preservation. Part was ruined, and 
the new building had crept up as the old ove 
crumbled away, under ite mantle of ivy ; and all 
looked picturesque and pleasant, as the declining 
rays of the sun shone redly on {te many-paned 
windows and hoary stonework, and grand oake, 
and giant beeches, and other old trees that had 
stood the wear and tear, the storm and surebine 
of centuries. 

A river rau through the grounds, brawling 
merrily over the lichen-covered stones, and, lo 
its clear pools, trout were to be found in abun- 
dance, and fu the lying at the back, 
the feathered denizens of the wood congregated 
in multitudes—from -_ ae .~ thar 
soared singing to very gates o eaver, 
down to the sober brown-coated partrid that 
formed such 4 nice addition to the Squire's 
table. 

The place had been in the Courtney family 
from time immemorial, and they were justiy 
proud of their old and famous and 
prouder of their blue blood. Indeed, je Was 
thelr stumbling-block and rock ve! yt = 
old Robert Courtney was prow 
degree ; but romour sald that bis only child, 
Conol, differed slightly from his ancestors, and 
was ~~ {rabued with the liberal and levelling 
tenden 


of the day. 
** Yes,” » as she, too, glanced ab 


the grey walls, “the young Squire is expected, 
isn’t he?” : 
a Yes. He gots nasty scratch in the skirmiech 
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with one of the hill triber, and has been given a 
year’s sick leave of absence.” 

* Poor fellow!’ murmared the girl, softly. 

"Do .you remember him!” asked Jim, 
jealously, He could not bear to think of her 
having anything to do with another man, 

“Hardly,” she answered, witha emile. “ He 
has been away ten years. I was eix when he 
went!” 

“ And he used to come to the farm once in 
two months!” exclaimed the young man, de- 
lightedly. 

**So I have heard you any.” 

" He’s a right down good sort |” 

“Te he?” o little indifferently, pulling at a 
plece of may that was just beginning to bud 
a by —_ 

“Yes. No nonsense of position and pedigree 
about him. He used to come and make kites for 
me, and fly them too with me, just ae if I were 
his equal !” 

“And, so you are, Jim, I have no doubt, in 
moat respects,” anawered hie companion. 

“No, Mary ; I'm not such a» fool as to think 
that,” replied the young fellow, serloualy, “I 
saw him three weeks ago when I wae in London, 
and a eplendid looking fellow he is!” 

“You never told me!" she exclaimed, for 
from the earliest days they had been wont to tell 
each other everything. 

* No—I—dldn’t—tell yon,” he stammerad; 
flashing, for he felt he could not admit that he 
hated to hear her epeak of any young man, 

“How did you recogniee him!” she asked 
fixing her clear eyes on his face, 

“He knew me first, and stopped me; the 
moment he spoke and smiled, I knew him.”’ 

 Sofll he must have altered a good deal?” 

‘Of course, so he has, He was twenty-two 
wher his regiment went to India. Ten years in 
® hot climate naturally make great alterations 
in & person, and then he has’ more moustache, 
and looks mere manly and matured.” 

"He is handsome, Ien’t bel” she asked, 
dreamily, for across the mists of the past came 
the memory of a dark, handsome face that used 
to smile at her, and the owner of which used to 
bring her dragécs and bonbons ad lib. 

“Yes,” retursed her com » & trifle 
sollenly, ‘‘Bat here he fs, You can judge of 
his looke for yourself,” and Jim motloned down 
the road, where a map, riding on a big white 
horse, was coming Jefsurely along, his left arm in 
& case slang across his breast. 

“Ah, Crowther! Good evening!” sald the 
horseman, plessantly, as he met them, 

** Good evening. Squire ; glad to ase you home 
again |” returned Jim. 

“Thanks, All well at the farm!” 

‘* Yer, thank you,” 

" And thie 1” as hia dark eyes fell on the gicl’s 
fair face. “Is this little Miss Mary, who used to 
search my pockets for sweote whenever I came 
to the farm 3” 

Again Jim sald ‘‘ yes,” and Mary stretched out 
her hand and placed {t in bis offered one, smiling 
in return at his question, 

"Time has made a considerable alteration In 
you, Miss Stewart |” he remarked, looking at her 
with respectful, yet undleguised admiration. 

“Do you think so }'’ she murmured, slightly 
confused by the steady glance of those dark 


eyes. ‘ 

“I dc, indeed,” he returned, “ Bat for the 
blue eyes and yellow hair I should not bave known 
you 


“It fe well that I poswess those distinctive 
attributes,” she responded, with a ready graca- 
fulness, and a purity of speech, that pleased and 
surprised him. 

“They are certainly attributes not to be 
des r: rfc smiled. 

‘And how are your scres getting on!” ad- 
dressing Jim, who stood silent, _ 

"Very well indeed, thanks to my sisters!” 

“Oh, is Miss Crowther ss energetic as ever?” 

" Qaite—more so, I think!” 

‘*Wonderfa) woman! And Miss Pradence, is 
her butter still femous in the neighbourhood, and 
her ae & matter for wonderment }” 

yes!” put in Mary quickly, to be 
able to speak well of the mm wh nad been 


so devoted toher, ‘ Her butter is delicious. I 
always tell Aunt Peue when I churn ft ft fs not 
nearly so!” 

‘Then this beautiful creature {fs a near rela- 
tive of the Crowtherr,’ thovght Cono], and a 
momentary and incomprehensible feeling of 
regret shot across his mind, Aloud, he sald, 
gallantly,— 

“Tam sare when you churn, the butter must 
be simply perfect |” 

and he was 


peech, 
flattered and pleased when the young Squire eald 
he should come up to the farm {fn a day or two 
to see his alsters, and renew his acquaintance ; 
and then making his adieus rode slowly up the 
rode and through the great brorze gates by the 
park lodge, > horse with wonderful 
= considering he only one hand to do ft 
+) 

“What do you think of him?” demanded 
Jim abtuptly, almost savagely. 

"T suppose he is very nice,” returned the girl, 
dresmily ; “ but we can hardly judge of hie clase 
We are different from those with whom he 

2; and we have little In common with 
such as him!’ 

‘* You are right!” he agreed, energetically, 
pleased at her apparent indifference, and open)y 
acknowledged sense of the wide difference that 
lay between the biue-blooded last scion of an old 
housé and mere farm folk. ‘‘ There’s little in 
common between us!” and then, nelther feeling 
Inclined to hear the nightingale, they retraced 
their steps, and reached Castle Farm jast as the 
cloth was being laid for supper. 


oo 


OHAPTER IV. 


'* To-morrow may follow the flight of the swallow, 
Who secka for the land of the palm and the grove ; 
Or shadow the world with the frown of its sorrow ; 
But to-day—ab ! to-day, I have lived, and I love |" 


Conor CovusTsry was not long before he 
found his way to Castle Farm. He came in 
the afternoon of an early May-day ; and with 
the assurance of old habit, and the certainty 
of a warm welcome, strode straight across the 
trim lawn, and looked in at the parlour-window, 

Mary was sitting there, making a dainty white 
apron, and she lifted her eyes with a quick start 
as his shadow fell athwart the aunshine and 
darkened the room. 

“It is Mr. Courtney, aunt,” she said quietly, 
to Pru, as she extended her hand in welcome. 

"T hope I’m not intruding?” said Conol, in 
hia pleassnt, refined tones. 

“Totruding! Oh dear no, sir, We are only 
too glad to see you!” declared the second Mise 
Crowther, whose ideal of manly beauty was, 
and had been ever since he was fifteen years 
old, the young Squire, “ After all these many 
year, too! Deary, deary me, you are 
changed |” 

" Not for the worse, I hope |’ he laughed. 

“Certainly not, sir, ae far as looks go,” she 
responded promptly, and though he was pleased 
at the compliment--for no one Is ever too wie, 
or too proud, or too good, or too anything to be 
above the reach of flattery—he still feld an an- 
accountable sense of annoyance at her calling 
him “sir.” She was aunt to this beautiful girl 
with the heavenly eyes, aud yet her position in 
regard to bim was such that she called him 
* sir,” ag» servant or dependent might, 

He didn’t like it, though he bad not fn the 
least objacted to being treated with old-fashioned 
respect and courtesy by the Castle Farm folk in 
bygone days; bat then Mary Stewart wee not 
sittiog by attentively regarding him, and Prn- 
dence with her stupid eyes. 

“You think I may bavein other reepectsi” 
he went on, lightly. 

“1 don’t know, bat I hope not, for the Squire's 
sake, Come in, though, if you don’d) mind step- 
ping through the window?” 

He didn’t mind in the least, and leapt almbly 
through the ‘clumsy, low window iato the 

tful dasky old parlour, that wore such a 
pleasant home-like aspect, with Its queer furni- 





ture and antique, spindle-legged little table:, 


bearlog bowls of freehly gathered epring blooms, 
the perfame of which mingled subtly with the 
scent of dried lavender and rose leaver. 

 Jast ae charming ae ever!” he eaid, lightly, 
as he threw himseif into a great chippendale 
chair opposite Mary. “ Nothing changed.’ 

“Not much,” sgreed Pru, looking at him, 
and the girl looked too, for to her unsophisticated 
eyes thle man appeared to be a sort of Sir 
Galahad. Conol Courtney was still in hie early 
prime, dark-faced, dark-eyed, with a heavy 
moustache that concealed the contour of his 
mouth, and curly brown hair that waved crisply 
over his white forehead. He was tall, weil- 
proportioned, and muecular, end In ail respects a 
fine specimen of manhood, and one likely to win 
a girl’s heart before she had time to think about 
ib. 

“Time generally makes sad 
alterations |” 

* Tene, air; bot we are old-fashioned folk, and 
cling to our old ways and thinga.” 

© Conservative, Lsee. A very good plan too 
in these days of levelling and alteration. He, 
however, has made a great difference In your 
niece,” turning his dark eyes on Mary In a way 
that made her blush redly, though she could nov 
tell why. 

* Yee,” returned Pru, making a queer little 
motion of dissent at the same time with her 
hande, for the honest creature often felt a 
twinge to think that Mary ehould be clasced as 
one of them, when in reality ehe was a lady, and 
of a good old arletocrattc family, the male mem- 
bers of which had nearly all distingniched then- 
selves in the army, atd won brilllant Jaurels on 
roany a bloody field of battle. Still she lacked 
the courage snd perhaps the inclination to ac- 
| knowledge that her cherished nursling was really 
} Bo relation, and sald nothing as to her porent- 
age. ‘* Abt her time a few years make a world 
o’ difference,” 

“They do, Indeed. I suppose you are an 
adept at all the cullnary arte, Mies Stewart?” 
he queried, 

“ My suats have taught mea good deal,” she 
returned, modestly, ‘' but I shall never be able to 
do thinge as well as they do,” 

“Nonsense, child! You do io better,” crfed 
Pru. ‘There isn’t one to match her fn the 
neighbourhood,” she went on entbuclastically to 
Conol. ‘ Now only cam she churn and make 
bread, and roast and boll with the best of them, 
but ehe can bring op chicks and ducks and such- 
like things; understands a good deal about hcrses 
and cattle, and harvesting; and then, sir, 
you should hear her speak French and eirg 
— songs ! My word, her voice fs like a 

"s ! ’ 


raveges and 


“Oh, aunt; how can you!” exclaimed the 
blushing and confused girl, 

“It’s the truth,” declared the elder woman, 
sdoutly. 

"TI am enre it Is,” chimed in the young 
Squlre ; “and I shall hope before long to hear you 
sing.’ 

Mary waa saved the trouble of a reply for at 
that minute the door opened, and Mies Crowther 
came fn. . 

** And how do you dc, Mles Pradence t"’ ex- 
claimed Conol, who never knew the difference 
bebween the two sisterr, for they were wonder- 
fully alike, only Patience’s mouth went in and 
shut like a stee) trap, while Prudence’s atuck out, 
and was always slightly open. 

"IT am Mise Crowther!” announced the 
tistrees of the farm, impressively. 

"I beg your pardon!” exclaimed the young 
man, hastily. ‘‘Iam always stupid at remem- 
berlog names, &>, aud you and your sister areso 
much alike,’’ 

“So we are,” allowed Patience, secret'y de- 
lighted at belrg taken for a woman ten yeare 
younger than herself, “And folks be apt to 
roake like mistakes to yourn,” 

The “to yourn” grated on his ear terribly, 
and he hastily plunged into an agricultural cis- 
cusafon. 

Presently the rosy-cheeked maid brought In 
a enowy cloth and the Derby tea-set, and 
proceeded to lay the table for the afternoon 





meal, 
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‘Tf I don't make too bold, sir,” remarked 


Miss Crowther, suddenly breaking off fa a de- 
scription of a brown foal ahe was bringing up for 
Sim's especial benefit, “ wili you take some tea 
with us? Wo are homely folke, and always have 
the meal at five!” . 

* To la really vory kind of you to ask me,” he 
returned, with alacrity. ‘It wiil give me much 
pleasure to stay fora cup of teal” and uncon- 
aclously his eyes wandered to Mary, who had 
tieen, and, ke Werter’s Charlotte, was cutting 
bread-and-buiter. 

It was a pleasant meal, and he erjoyed [b, as 
they all sat round the table, prettily decorated 
with flowers, eating Prn’s home-made cakes and 
the snow-white bread-and-butter aud qulzce- 
preserve, and some early atrawberries, smothered 
in thick, rich cream, 

Everything seemed fresh and sweet, and he ate 
with far greater relish than he did at home ; and 
appreciated the homely fare more than he did 
the grand dinners at the Cour’, and the nau- 
seating made dishes and French messes con- 
cocted by the Parlelan chef kept by the 
Squire, 

After It was over they sat some time longer, 
Nsbening to Conol’s atories of India, suake- 
eharmoers and Fakire, nantch girls, and Sepoys, 
which Mary heard with breathless Interest. And 
bhen,when atlaet he rose reluctantly, and declared 
he musb go, Pradence and Mary walked down 
through the garden with him; and the former 
wartaly pressed him to come again, an Invitation 
of which he was not elow to avall himself. 

Two or three times a week the young Squire 
found his way to Castle Farm on some pretext 
or another, and sometimes without any pretext 
at all, and was welcomed by every inmate of 
bv farmstead save one, and that oue was 

{on, 

His eyes, sharpened by love, caw what It was 
drew this high-bred, polished gentleman so often 
te eeek the society of humble folk, and “all his 
soul was as the breaking wind” with wrath and 
atie? and fear—fear that he would lose Mary, 
tha one thing he craved for aud coveted above all 
else [In the whole wide world | 

He felt there was a difference in her, alight, 
ee unzeon by the others, yet palpable to 


2. 

She did not take quite the same amount of in- 
terest In him and those things that narrowly 
concerned him, though she was ever sweet aud 
sisterly fu her manner. Then she was more 
dreamy than of yore, aud there was a new soft- 
nese on her that rendered more attractive her 
brilliant beauty. 

Tt was well for him that he was very basy in 
the fislds and meadows, and superintending the 
Yarm-labourers, the erection of new machinery, 
&:,—for Miss Crowther to'srated {idleness in 
usither maeter nor man—and Jim had been cso 
long accustomed to her will and to show her 
obedience that he never thought of rebelling 
now he was of age, and actually master of every- 
thing. S6tll he went about his work in a heavy, 
listless, half-hearted sort of way, and hated the 
sunshine, and the springing grasses, snd the 
budding flowers, and the genera! glow and bril- 
Mance of earth and sky. 

How diffarent were thoee bright, early epring 
days to Mary! How fall of a uew happiness—a 
new Gelight. Uatil then ehe had hardly noticed 
the smell of the uew-mown hay, ita sweeb, 
wholesome smell, nor the fregrance of the tra- 
volier’s joy, and the delfcate beauty of the wild 
roves clustered in the hedges, the perfume of the 
meadow-aweet, or at leaet everything struck on 
her senses with a new sensation of pleasure, The 
cauve of this alteration she was iguorant of, and 
regarded Ovnol with eyes of veneration, rapeat- 
tug to herself what Jim tried to console himself 
with, that there was little in common bebween 
her and the young Squire, He was of the 
quality, an aristocrat, while she wae simply a 
farmer's nieca, aud as much below him as the 
labourers working on the farm were beneath 
hee; but still she loved, and ff all unconsclously, 
waa having her brief day of happiness, no matter 
what might come of. the morrow | 


———~--. 
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CHAPTER V. 


* My love is like the acorn; 
From first faint iouging grown, 
Its gtant shade of beauty, 
Across thy path is thrown. 
I must not say, ' Love, love ms !* 
But this shali be my plea: 


* Whers'er thy bower bloometh, 
May I dwell near to thee !'” 


Tae weeks wore on {a s bilissfal fashion for 
Mary. She did not look into the future; she 
contented hereelf with the present, dreamiog 
away the time happily. 

She woke from this dream with a rude etard 
one Sanday morning. 

The Crowthers’ pew was the second best in the 
old Norman ebhurch ab Derryardor, and faced the 
Squire’s, fo all {bs magnificence of carving and 
crimson curtains, 

One hot June morning, secording to their In- 
variable custom, the family from Castle Farm 
arrived in good time and took their usual places, 
having plenty of time to get cool after their hot 
walk, for Miss Crowther uever allowed the luxury 
of a carriage on the Sabbath. 

Mary watched the saxton’s wife settling the 
books in the Court psw with a llbtie thrill of 
pleasurable excitement for she knew she would 
eee Conol, and presently, jast bsfore the mivlater 
was ready to begin, there was a prodigious ruat- 
ling and bustle, and over the marble daggiog, 
covering the remalns of many dead and bygone 
Britons, came the Court party. From under 
the shade of her long lashes Mary watched 
eagerly. 

First was Lady Brenton, the Squire's sister, 
then the Squire himself, and then—Conol, side 
by side with the most beautiful girl she had ever 
seen, To Mary's eyss ehe was like a gorgeoms 
silver phearant, Her face was falr-ekloned, with 

delicate pink colour on the oval cheeks; her 
hale a bright chestnut, cut chort, and clustering 
in a bewildering mass of they curls and rings on 
her brow and white neck; her eyes were dark 
and fringed with long black lashes, and her 
features regular. Her figure was tall and gracefal, 
and she was dressed to perfection. 

Of course she was someones of high degree, and 
of—course—she was—the young Squire's eweet- 
heart, Mary thought, with a dreadful pang at her 
hearb, as she saw him drop into the seat beside 
ber, and whisper something Into her ear that 


mosde her smile and show all her pretty teeth ; 


and then he found her places in the prayer-book, 
and sbered the hymu-book with her, and all the 
time Mary watched them through the shade of 
those friendly lashes and paid but little heed to 
the service, which would have greatly scandallsed 
Mies Crowther could she have known of it, 

Fortunately she did not, and when the prayers 
were over she hurried her party off, but not 
before Mary caught a gilmpse of Gono! handing 
the besatifal stranger Into the barouche, 

Tae rest of that day Mary prssed wandering 
aimlessly about In the meadows and the pouliry- 
yard, and amld the lush bloom of flowers In the 
trim old garden. Her bead ached, and her heart 
too, if the trath must be known; ehe felt Uatleas 
and depressed, and different from anything she 
ever felt lize before in the short span of her 
sixteen years. 

Jim, watching her, put two and two together, 
and concladed that OConol Courtney was a sconn- 
drel, and meant to marry the fine lady to whom 
he had paid eo much attention that morning in 
church, and had been amuslog himself and pase- 
iog the time by hangluog’about Mary ; and the 
young fellow ground his teeth in Impotent rage, 
and carsed his rival for brloging a shadow to his 
love's bright eyes, 

The next day haymaking began at ‘the farm 
and everyone was busy, especially Jim, who had 
@ heap of men to look after and supervise, It 
had always been Mary's custom to go down to 
the meadow in the afternoon, and, with her head 
protected by a huge sun-bonnet, play a little at 
raking the hay; but on this afternoon, after 
looking listlessly at the busy folk for a short 
time, she turned away into a fisid where the kine 
were grazing-—some standing knee-keep {n a clear 
little brook that ran bubbling along, tois!ng about 
thelr heade, and fi-cking their tafls around to get 





rid of the files that tormented them, some nib. 
bling at the lush grasses, others contentedly 
chewing the cud, and sat down on the emerald 
turf, with {ts jewelliog of wild flowers, and toas- 
iog her hat on the ground, let the gentle breezs 
blow on her temples, soon becoming lost in deep 
thought, 

She was so preoccupied that she did not ces a 
tall figare coming across the field, and when, 
with a start, she looked up, it was to find 
Conol Courtney standing before her, a strange 
intense look in his dark eyes, that were fastened 
on her face, 

“ Mr, Courtney |” she exclaimed, springing to 
her feet in confusion. 

“Don’t let me disturb you, Miss Mary,” he 
sald eagerly, ‘' You looked 2o comfortable lying 
here, and it fs delightfully cool!" 

“Yes; ft is the only cool place I could find,” 
she murmured, sinking back on the turf, while 
he seated himeelf on a big stone near her, and 
thought he bad never seen anything fairer than 
the beautiful feic face, with the rove-flash on the 
cheeks, and the great, shy, starry eyes that 
refused so resolutely to meet his own. 

“You could not have chosen a more charming 
spot! It ts retired and picturesque!” 

wu Vv 


“'Par from the madding crowd!’” he 
quoted, 

“Ara the crowds In London and other great 
olifes maddenirg 1” she asked, artlesaly. 

" Sometimes,” he laughed, thinking of the 
crowds of mammas, with large families of on- 
lees daughters, who had maddened him by their 
unwelcome attentions, 

" And yet most people live In citles |" 

“Not always from choice,” he put {n quickly. 
" Necessity obliges them to do so often, From 
choles moat people would, I think, prefer the 
country. Everything is fresher, purer, more 
natura! there, even the girls and thelr complexion. 
C.uatry girls have no need for psint and powder 
ike town ones.” 

“ Do town girls paint thelr faces }"? she asked, 
to horrified surprise ; and at last the obstinate 
lids lifted, and the blue eyes met the brown for 
av Instant. 

* Sometimes.” 

" How horrible!” 

“ Yes: itfen’t nice, Men don’tlikeit, They 
hate all such shams, and like something true and 
natural. I fancy it ts often that which makes 
men marry some unsophisticated country maiden 
who Is beneath them in rank.” 

He spoke dreamily, ae though following out 
his own train of Idesa, and forgetful that he had 
a lietener. But Mary flashed scarlet, and then 
turned very white, while her slim fingers played 
nervonaly together. 

“The old atory of King Cophetua and his 
beggar-mald played over and over again, you 
know,” he went on, looking ab her with a 
sratie, 

“King Cophetua made a great mistake,” 
abe answered, quietiy, ‘‘'Taere can be nothing 
in common between the classes and the 
masses,” 

“T am not so sure of that!” he retorted, 
quickly. 

‘‘tam. And I am sure King Cophetua re- 
gretted his choice before he died,” 

“ History does not say 20,” 

" History is not always truthfal,” 

No, Sill, if she were pretty, and gentile in 
her ways. and temper, ard true to him, what 
more could any man want!" ' 

‘His equal asa mate,” she answered, almos) 
curtly. 

“Ieee you are conservative,” he remarked, 
with another smile, ‘‘and don’s share my liberal 
views.” 

ot No,” 

There was silenc2 between them for a while, 
and then he broke it by asking,— 

* You have commenced haymaking, have you 
not?” : 

“* Yes, Mr, Courtney.” 

“ Well, my cousin Marcia has a strange whim. 
She wants to come and have a day amongst the 
haymakere. Do you think Miss Ccowther would 
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raind if we were to come to-morrow after- 
noon i” 

‘* Tam sure she will be very. glad to see you and 
anyone you wish to bring |” 

Thanks ! Did you notice Mies Grantham fn 
charch yesterday 1” 

He looked at her iotently as he epoke, and 
saw the pretty bloom im her face flicker and 
fade, 

“Yes; I anw her,” she answered, after a 
perceptible pause, “She {fs most lovely! I 
baye ‘never seen anything so beautifal as her 


face |" 

‘*Haven’s you?” he replied, with a queer 
guizzteal look. 

“No, And her eyes! Are they not per- 
fect 1” 


“T don’tb happen to think them so!” he 
returned, lightly, “I am not an admirer of 
brown eyes.” 

“No!” and the girl looked at him wonder. 
ingly, for his own orbs were brown and so/t- 
jooking as velvet. 

“I suppose you will be in the meadow to- 
morrow ?” 

“Yee; I shall be there,” she answered, a 
trifle Hstlesaly, and he bent forward quickly, 
looking at her, and was going to eay something 
when old Peter, the herdsman, came in view, 
trndging stardily along to fetch the kine home, 

“Good-bye! I must go,” she murmured, 
horriledly. 

* Good-bys until to-morrow 1” he responded, 
The next day, when all were busy {n the home 
meadow, the barouche from the Court drove up 
to the nearest point, and two ladies and a gentle- 
man got out, and cams across to where the crowd 
of country folk were raking the eweet-semeliiog 


grasses, 

“Pm to see ye, sir, and you, my lady |” 
excl Prudence, who, with Jim and Mary, 
were all ta the meadow waiting fer the expected 
gueste, ’ 

Thanks!” drawled Lady Brenton, “ My 
niece, Mise Grantham.” 

* Pleased to see you !” emfled Pru again. 

“ Thanks | ” erled the besutiful young woman, 
vivacloualy, ‘I expect somefan. I have come 
to work! May I, Miss Crowther #” 

* Certainly, if you wish to; but the rakes are 
almoat too heavy.” 

*Cono!, you shall help me,"’ turning with a 
brililant, alluring smile to the young Squire, who 
was talking to Jim. 

** Of course I will, ff you wieh tt, Marcia; bud 
I know nothing about It. Better let me ixtro- 
duce Crowther to you; he knows ail about it.” 
And she, giving an assent, the young farmer was 
introduced, and sho her how to hold the 
rake, and helped her to gulde it through the 
mown heaps, while Conol talked to Mary, and 
Laéy Brenton sank indolently Into an easy-chair 
brought ont for her, and fanned herself with a 
large red fan while she talked langnuidly to 
Pe eThey ~ well,” emiled th 

a get on very Fas the yourg 
Squiré,. looking in the direction of his cousin, 
who was langhiog and chattering away to Jim, 
os was bashfally responding to ber lively 
sallfes, 

"Yes. Miss Grantham fz s0 bright, she would 
make anyone love her.” 

‘Well, she tries pretty hard!” agreed the 
young man, with « Isugh. 

“Does she? f should not have thought she 
would have to try at all. She fa so beautifal |” 

“ And you think beauty attracts i” 

* Oh, yes, of course |” 

“ And do you think {6 retains the regard 1 
wins, if unsupported by other good qualities!” 

ead she answered, hesltatirg'y. “I do 
not,” 

“Then you can understand, perhaps, why 
Marola has to try to keep pace with other girls 
who are not quite so b tly good looking,” 

‘Do you mean to say your cousin has-no good 
qualities ?” asked Mary sghast. 

"*Oertatoly not; bat she fs a flirt, an on- 
mitigated one, Her thirst for admiration fs ex- 
traordinary—unquenchable, fn fact. All fe fich 
that comes to her net, and if Jim Jones Is 
absent, she will be just ss amiable and agreeable 





to Jack Smith, and favour him with her lively 
chatter. Now men don o like that kind of thing. 
They prefer to think, to feel, that they are klog 
alone of one woman’s heart, They like more 
modesty, more softness, more steadfastness, than 
my beautiful cousin possesses ; fn fact, someone 
more like yourself, Mise Stewart!” 

His eyes sovght hers paesionately az he spoke, 
and the tides of crimson rushed over her face, 
even to the roots of her golden halr, and yet 
through all her embarrasement ran a thrill of 
rare delight at hie words and look. Bab she 
turned away towards a rustic table on which was 
a great pitcher full of milk, and some quaint 
wooden cups, and filling them offered one to 
Lady Brenton, who was complaining of the 
heat, and another to Marcie, who was just a 
Nittle flushed by her unwonted exertionr, and 
looked more lovely in consequence. 

“ May I nob have some aleo}"” asked Conol, 
who had followed her, 

“Of course, If you wish ft,” sche replied, 
shyly, with down-drooped Hds. 

‘*T wieh ib very much from your hands,” he 
returned, in low tones, and be managed to preas 
her slender fingers tenderly as he took the cup, 

“ And now come and show me how to rake!” 
And obediently she got a rake, and then was 
obliged to place his sunburned, muscular hands 
properly on it, and couldn’t forbear a laugh 
when he leant back awkwardly, and failed to 
drag the bay towards him, 

** Ab, Conol!” called his aunt, derisively, 
‘you'll never make a good country equire! 
Your hands are better at handling a sword than 
arake. Mies Stewart fs laughing at you!” 

“I don’t In the least mind her Javghing at 
me!" he answered, diligently working away, 
while the farm-folk looked in amazement ab the 
we _—.. laboutiog for mere amusement as 
they for daily bread, 

“ That niece of youra is very handsome!” ob- 
served the great lady fu languid tones to Pru. 
tne Glegant and distinguished ale about 


“Do you think eo, my lady?” exclaimed ihe 
good creature in deligh*. 

"Yeu, She reminds me of someons | knew In 
India!” 

. “Her mother was one o” the beantifal sori ; 
and that reminds me Mary was born in India.” 

“Ah! Really! Well, of course, the could 
not be my friend’s daughter !” 

“Tam not so sure o’ that,” began Pru, and 
Heaven only knows what revelstions she might 
have made; but at that moment Mies Grantham 
ran up and Giep’ayed a great rent in her delicate 
gown that she and Jim had done bedween them 
with the rake, and deciared she must retain to 
The Court ; eo her aunt, nothing loth, ose, and 
as the weatering sun was tingizg oll the eky with 
a blood-red glow, they mounted into their car- 
tlege and drove off, declaring themselves well- 
pleaeed with their afternoon's amusement, 





CHAPTER YI. 


"' Then snatch a¢ the joy—f r the moment Is fleeting’; 
To day we are one in our joy aud var pair, 
But alae! for to-morrow a whirlwind of sorrow 
May part ue, or tear us asunder syain,” 


Soms-days later, Mary went out to eketch in 
the woods behind Derryardor, and after havieg 
arranged her pharaphernalla sat down, pencil in 
hand, and began to work, 

After a few moments o rustling of the grass 
= her turn, and she saw Conol coming towards 

er. 

Her fires impulse wae to ged up and hurry 
away, asthe had nob eeen him eface the hay- 
making, and feit shy, afraid ; but she knew he 
had seen her, s0.8he bent over the drawing, and 
pretended not to eee hia. 

‘Don't you mean to give ms a greeting, Miss 
Mary }" he aeked, castiog himself down on the 
grass by her side, ‘or are you too much absorbad 
ia your work to notices me 1” 

. “No,” and she stretched ont a Hitle white band, 
which be took and held tili che gently withdrew 


" What an age itis since I have seen you ” 
he went ov, his eyea devouring the fair, downcas! 
beauty of her face, 

**Tt was only lash week you worse haymakicg 
with ue,” she observed in low toner, 

" Last week ! nine days ogo } and since then 
I have never once been blessed with a single 
gilmpse of you 1” 

“ Where ald you hide all the times I came to 
the farm?” 

** |—I—did not—hide!” she faltered, blush- 
ing still deeper. ‘' I waa busy i” 

“That fs to say, you wanted to avold me, and 
did so!” 

“Oh, Mr. Courtney !” 

“It fe no ase saying ‘oh, Mr. Courtney’ «< 
reproachfally, because yon know it is the trath ; 
aud, moreover, | would far rather you called me 
Conol }" 

" Call you that! Why }” she asked, apparent'y 
overwhelmed with astonishment, 

** Because, Mary,” catching both her hands fr 
his, “I love you, and I want to bear the women 
I love call me Conol, Will you t” 

** Let ms go, please} I must nod listen te 
you.” 

‘* You must and shall!’ he anewered firsly 
holding her tightly in hia powerful claep, 

"T dare not,” 

“ Why ! ? 

“ Because there can be no question of love 
between youand me. You are of an old arlato- 
cratic family, and I am only a farmer’s niece,” 
she sald, gentiy, and yet with decision. 

" And what of that? If a man wiehes to 
choose hig wife froma family not quite as old or 
proud as his own, why should ho not?” he 
asked, pasefonately, 

** Becavse such matches never burn out happily, 
and men grow ashamed of their low-boru 
wives,” 

“ As thongh I should ever be ashamed cf 
you!” he murmured, foudly. 

“ Yon would after a time,” she returned, with 
strong conviction. 

"You are very wize, little one!” bending 
down till bis moustache swep) her brow. 

“T bave heard aunt say that many times,” 

" And now hear me say that I should never be 
ashamed of you, never regret cur marriages ; that 
Ishculd love ycu, dearly, truly, to (ho laet cay of 
my life." 

The girl trembled with joy, but listened ia 
slisnoa, 

“ Have I been mistaken, preeumptuous!” he 
went on, after a pause, ** Do you care for some- 
one elae? I fancied, sometimer, that you did 
not quite hate me.” 

" Hate you |” sheexciaimed, lifting a palr of 
starry eyes to hia fall of a tender love-lighi. 
“Ob, no! no! Do not think that.” 

‘‘Then—may I think the oiber } 
love me *” 

For a mioute they looked at each other, a 
glance from soul to soul; and then, as her Upa 
seemed to form a eilent yer, he cavght her to him 
and kissed the red mouth passionately, 

“My desrest | he mormured, *' your love 
makes me so happy. Teli me you are mine!” 

“Yee, Mr. Courtney, 1 am yours entirely.” 

“Mr, Courtney,” he repeate?, with re- 
proach in bis tone, “ Won't you give moa 
promise to call me Conol always, from this cay 
ferth 7’ 

“Tf you wish ft,” she assented, ehyly. 

"Conol 1” 

“ Conol,’ she repented. 

“That is right, And sou really do love me?” 
he went on, his arm lightly clasplog her waist, 
unrebuked, 

“With all my heart. 
better than I de.” 

‘Tam glad to hear It,” be returned, looking 
at her contentedly, and noting the beautiful 
sweep of long lashes on the fairness of her cheeky, 
‘* because ib gives me a hope that you will con- 
sent soon to be my wife, Mine, eo that no one 
ean take you from me; mino, while life lasis, 
beyond the power of apyone to take you from 
me.” 

“T must nob press you pow, he went on, te 


Do you 


I could nob love you 





it, blushing deeply, 


she remained allent, ‘on that point, as your 
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ideas do not yet colnclde with mine ; but, Mary, 
you will accept this as a pledge,” slipping on an 
old-fashtoned diamond ring on her finger, “as a 
pledge of our betrothal; and {fn the nx) few 
weeks try and accustom yourself to the thought 
of belong my wife, and the happiness you will 
bring to my Iife,’’ 

“TI thought it would bring you happines—- 
happiness only,” she murmured heaftatingly, 
‘and nob misery, and regret, and-——"’ 

‘It could never bring me that,” he said, 
tenderly. ‘ My «affection {a too strong to admit 
of that,” 

Aud giving a glance around, and eesing the 
only ving things fo sight were come birde who, 
though they were figing towards the Court, 
would tell no tales, he took the girl hs lovad fo 
his arms, and kissed the quiverlog red Mpe, and 
the eyes that were bright with tears, 

Tae two met frequently after that in the green 
silence of D rdor woods, unknown to a single 
soul, for though he had sald nothiog to her, she 
taclely understood that ali was to be kept a 
secre} until she accepted him for her sffismnced 
husband, and so she slung his ring on a blue 
ribbon, and wore {ft round her neck resting 
on her heart, ard sald never a word even 
to Pra 

Bat hor life seemed quite changed, like ae weeb- 
rhymed poem, and her beauty grew day by day 
more perfect and glowing; and Jim looking on 
with gloomy, despairing eyes, the cause, 
avd cureed the day that brought Conol Courtney 
back from India. 

With unquestioning confidence, with un- 
bounded trust, she hac given her love to this 
man whom she thought her superior by birth, 
and still she hesitated to become his wife lest by 
so doing she might mar his fatr and prosperous 
future, and draw down on his head his haughty 
father’s wrath, Bat at last she gave way to his 
pleadiogs, and promised to become his wife 
ab mo distant date provided his father gave his 
consent, 

It was with a jubilant heart that Conol entered 
the Squire’e study the next morning, feellog 
almost certain of success. He was the only 
child, had never been refased anything from 
the earllest age, He had, however, reckoned 
without hfe hoat, for the Squire’s wrath was 
terrible when his son unfolded his matrimonfal 

lan. 

‘ What! Give my coneent to your marry- 
ing a farmer's niece? Never!” he exclaimed, 
furflouely, 

‘She fs every inch a iady, and a sweet one 
too,” declared the-young man. 

“That may be; but her pedigree won't bear 
fnspection, Your wife, Conol, must be like 
Cz .ar’s, above aueptcion fa avery respect.” 

“No woman conld be purer or more modest 
than Mary.” 

‘'Thatp may be. I remember seelng her as 
a child some yeare ago, and she was remark- 
ably pretty then; but ft ts her position and 
relatives I object to. Why, boy, the Crowthers’ 
grandfather worked on your grandfather's 
estate, ® common labourer, at « dowen shillings a 
week 1" 

*‘ All the more credit for his descendants that 
they have risen by their own fudustry and per- 
severance to the present respectable position they 
hold," answered Conol, boldly. 

* Qalte right,” allowed tha old gentleman, 
‘bat I could never recelve one of them as my 
daughter.” 
ea you quite determined on that polat, 


Quitel” tnfi-xibly. 
nana happiness or misery Is nothing to you, 
then?” 

‘Oa the contrary, {6 fs everything. Yoo are 
blinded by love, and cannot look clearly into the 
fatare, and see what this folly would lead to, I 
kuow before a yoar paseed- over your head that 
you would regret having « low-born wife whom 
your poor friends would enub {nsolently while 
they took your hoepltality, and your rich ones 
refase to receive or vielt altogether,” 

“Well, my friends will have an opporiualty 
of actlog {n that way ; for, if you refase your 
consent, str, I shall marry without fb!” and, 


sir 





turoing, he left the room, and his proud father 
in a state of mind better imagined than de- 
scribed. 

“Good Heavens! He will ruin himself! 
Emma must help me,” and ringing the bell he 
requested his valet to ask Lady Brenton to come 
to bim at once, 

In a few minutes her ladyship arrived, languid 
ae urusl; but her languor quickly disappeared 
when she beard the news; and she sgreed with 
her brother that the only chance of stopping this 
mattisge was to appeal to the girl herself. 
Therefore, ordering the carriage, she set off at 
once for Castle Farm. 

Mary was in the old, lavender-scented parlour 
when she arrived, and rose to meet her with con- 
siderable trepidation and wonder. However, she 
was not left long in doubt as to the reason of 
her visit, Women are proverblally cruel to one 
another, end love to give a stab when they can, 
more especially when the stabbed ls young and 
lovaly, and the stabbes old and ugly. 

Her ladyship was no exception to this rule, 
and in a few cart, cold words she showed the 
unhappy girl what an Injury she would do Conol 
by marrying him, and what a wide unbridgable 
gulf yawned between her and the man she 
adored. 

"Then I can trust to your good sense in this 
matter, Miss Stewart?” she sald last, as she rose 
to go. 

“You can trust to my love for your nephew, 
madam!” she answered, with a pride an 

hauteur that equalled the great lady’s own. “I 
would not for the world ipjare one so dear to 
me |! 

Bat when the carriage drove away she threw 
out her arms with a gesture of despair, and bury- 
ing her face in the sofa-cushiov, gave way to 
agony of tearless grief. 

“ My dearest, what is the matter?” aeked a 
voice, some hour or so later, and she felt herself 
encircled by a pair of strong arms that drew her 
into their safe haver, and there tears came to 
her relief, ‘'My darling! what is it!” be Im- 
plored, pressing his cheek to hers. “ What has 
happed to you?” 

"The greatest—trial—that—could,” she sob- 
“I must never see you sgain, 


** Never see me again! Mary, my almost wife, 
are you ont of your senses?” he cried. 

‘‘No; but Lady Brenton——has been—here— 
and she has shown—me—my duty—plainly. I 
~-shoulé—rnin—your fature—if I married 

ou a= 
st You will ruin it if you don’t,” he exclaimed, 
paselonately. ‘ Confound that meddling old fool. 
What right had ehe to come here and interfere 
in my affaire 1” 
**The right given by your father,” she sald, 


more calmly, ** He has refused to consent to our |° 


** And what if he hast We shall ‘not be the 
only palr of people married without parents’ con- 
sent and approval.” 

And then the young man tried every rege 
to induce her to consent to a marriage with him ; 
but though nearly heart-broken at the thought 
of having to part with him she held firmly to 
her honourable resolution, and at last he left her 
- despair and anger, declaring she could not love 

m. 


This was the cruellest cut of all, and as the 
hot August days passed on, and the corn ripened 
and fell ‘aexth the reaper’s sickle, and wild 
flowers to droop and fade, so Mary began to fade 
also, and the alteration {n her looks awaking 
Pra’s anxiety, she, by dint of persevering 
— and entreaties, arrived at last at the 
tro 


‘Don’t worry and fret, dearie!” said Pru, 
“ You're every bib as good ss the young Squire, 
T'll make it ail right in a short time.” 

And that night, Conol, who had been unable 
to tear himself away from the vicinity of Castle 
Farm to the girl he loved, received an ill-written, 
not over-well-spelt letter, that, despite {ts shors- 
comings, seemed very welcome to him ; and next 
day Pra actually set oat on a jsurney to London, 
@ iulog she had not done for nearly twenty years, 
and was away two days, 





When she came beck ehe marched atraight Int; 
aw fy room, and pub a bulky letter into her 
nd. 


** Read that, dearle. It will tell you who you 
really are, and show you that the common fo!k 
are neither kith nor kin to ye!” 

In extreme agitation Mary opeacd the latter. 
It was from her uncle, Roderick » and 
gave her the real, fall and true account of her 

tege, and the Information that her Aunt 
jorie was dead. 

**Then Tam his equal!” she exclaimed, joy. 


fully. 

“Yes, dearie, an’ you had better go ‘and tell 
him so. He’s in the parlour.” 

And the good creature passed outelde the door, 
and then sat down and had 8 ° 

We will draw a vell over the meeting of the 
lovers ; but rege 3 — there pe brillian» 
wedding at orman cha at Derry- 
ardor, and the Squire gave away the bride, and 
Lady Brenton presented the wedding-dress to 
Mary, for she had discovered she was her young 
friend Kathleen O'Hagan’s child, and felt she 
couldn’t do too much for her ; and Miss Grantham 
and five other young ladies of “high degree” 
were bridesmaids, and Patience and Pru, in thelr 
Sunday best, were honoured guests, and only 
poor Jim was absent, 

He lay face downwards in the dewy aftermath 
of the home-meadow, wrestling with bis anguish 
and misery, and wondering what he should do 
with all the rest of his life that stretched before 
him—a blank | 

** And Jam ao young,” he muttered, micerably, 
“Not yet twenty-two! and she will forget 
me.” 


** Of what avail, Spee, eho oo teams . 
ee ee en eases inst 
Or hear the echo of bis sighs, 
Or bear the burden that he bears?" 
(THE REND. } 





Ce liaeaieal 
— 





THE DOCTOR’S FAMILY. 
_—:3o— 

" Frvg of bo Dr. P= with com- 
placent eyes, “ e, well-grown girls, as 
straight as an arrow, aud understanding them- 
selves well, Except Kate. And she’s an odd 
one, nota bit Uke the rest, I don’t understand 
it. Never did. Ifit was the old days of evil 
fairies I should most think abe’d been changed in 
her cradle, ha, ha, ha!”’ 

The four Misses Blake laughed aloud, as In 
ped bound they laughed at all their father’s 
es. 


They were exactly like the doctor, always 
excepting » hundred extra pounds or so of 
avoirdupols, a bristly beard, and 
habiliments, 


Their laugh was the very echo of his, their 
co zion was similar, they even walked and 
their heads like him. 

Bat Kate coloured like # rose, and shrank into 
her corner at the jeering laughter. 

“There fen’) one of ’em but could support 
herself just as well as any man golng, If it were 
necessary,” went on thedoctor. ‘' Except Kate. 
She never had any faculty that I could out. 
Eh, what's the matter? Kate, where are you 


‘ * Ls, ~ her 9. sald Mrs. Blake, "I 
on’t see you're always sneering at poor 
Kate. She don’t take any comfort of her 
life.” 

'*Sneering! ” repeated the doctor, “I’m only 
speaking truth.” 

Mies Ethel Blake had a studfo in the north 
room and painted, The doctor, In his paternal 
partiality, compared her pletures to those of 


Tarner. 

** Just look at those reds and purples,” said 
he. “Don't {t remind you of the ‘ Slave Ship t’ 
There’s no calculating what that girl will accom- 
plish before she’s thirty.” 

Mies Minnfe taught {n a school, and dabbled In 
Darwin and Herbert Spencer. 
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“Tf Minnie ever writes a book,” sald the 
doctor, ‘I'd like a chance to read ft, A girl 
with that shaped head is bound to have 
intellect,” 

Ada stenographed when ehe conld get any 
member of the family to read aloud with eoffi- 
clent slowness, Any rapidity of speech threw 
her off her equllibriam, but as the doctor sald, 
time would improve that, 

“T'm told that seme of the court stenographers 
in London get a thousanf pounds a year,” observed 
he, “Why shouldn't Adai” And Ciara Blake 
wes takiog lessons io music. ‘She has a 
stunner of a voice,” said her father, “ and in 
London they pay any price for good singers, I 
shall ges her a zither when J go to town nex*, 
Bat as for Kate, bless me, I don’t know how that 
child does fill up her time.” 

Kate, a slender, dark-faced little girl, heard all 
these comments In silence, Mr, White, the 
rector, could perhaps have told of the kiadly 
visits she made to familes, the sewivg she did 
for poor, overworked mothers. 

The weak-eyed old druggist could have borne 
witness to the tions she copled for him, 
so that no frightfal mfstake should cloud his 
later years, As for Mrs, Blake she boldly 
assorted that she couldn’t keep house without 


Kate. 
“The other girls never have any time to 
— me,” she said, “Bat Kate fs always 


“ Jack at all trades and good ab none,” sald the 
doctor, '‘ Now, see here, wife, In my opinion 
every woman ought to have as trade to support 
herself. She ought to excel in something. Now, 
what can Katedo!” 

“Don’t worry, pa,” sald Mrs. Blake. “Fl 
risk Kate !” 

Bat one day a bomb of misfortune fell Into the 
camp of the Biakes. A ne’er-do-well brother of 
the doctor, ‘somewhere out In Australia, for 
whom he had endorsed to a considerable amount, 
disappeared suddenly, and from a comfortable 
competence the Blakes were plunged Into 

9 


poverty. 
** This place must go,” aaid the doctor, who had 
ney old and haggard within the past twenty- 

rhours. " We'll have to move to that little 
house on the London Road. The girls must go 
to work. The——~—” 

Then his voice became strangely muffied—the 
features of his face drew to one side—he sunk 
helplessly on the floor. 

“ Paralyzed on the right side,” sald the doctor, 
when he viewed the case, ‘Ob, yes, he'll rally, 
He may live for years. Bat his professional 
career fs over. What fs that he’s saying? A 
good thing that the girls can support themselves ! 
Well, so It fs, eh? I wouldn’t try to talk if I 
were you, doctor. Except Kate. Yes, I under- 
stand. But don’t fret—take things easy, I1’ll 
all be right.” 

The four elder girls were affectionate daughters, 
and at once began to consider their fatures and 
that of their father. 

Miss Ethel boxed up a numberof paintings 
and sent them to different art In promi- 
nent cities. Minnie applied for the princlpalship 
ofa high-grade school near by, and senta fat 
pg of MS., on the sly, to a publisher fn 

wn, 

Ada put ao advertisement in a paper: 
“ Wanted—sa situation as stenographer ; willing 
to go as low as £3 a week to obtain experience.” 

Ciara decided to take music pupils, and 
entered an application as organiet to the new 
church under ton Hills, 

“They  & hundred a year,” sald she. ‘I 
may as well have {tas any one else,” 

A rg dey acragies say in wee a her 

b diligen up ropped 
stitches of work which Mrs, Blake could no longer 
attend to, 

The doctor took a great fancy to his youngest 

in the capacity of nurse. 

‘*T dare say the others mean well,” sald he, in 
that mufiisd, tongue-tied epeech which nobody 
but Kate could understand, ‘‘ But they step so 
heavy, and they speak so loud, and I can't make 
em comprehend whatI want! Kate Is all the 





nurse I need. Let them earn the family bread ; 
that’s what they're fitted for.’ 

As time went on, however, the family bread did 
nob seem to get fteelf earned. Miss Ethel’s pic- 
tures came back with a considerable amount of 
carriage to pay ; but no orders followed, Minnis 
lost not only the high-salaried position at which 
she had aimed, but the humbier one which she 
disdained. Nobody took the least notice of Ada’s 
advertisement; and Clara In her firat attempt to 

ay the organ of the new church broke down 


3. y: 

“You should have known better than to 
attempt, with the school of training you have 
had,” said the retiring organist, a little bald- 
headed enthusiast, with eyes like conle of steel- 
grey * Send Kate to me.” 

"Kate can’t play,” faltered Clara through her 
tears, 

** I don’t kuow that,” said the organist. ‘' Kate 
at least would know the difference between one 
of Bach's anthems and a waliz by Chopio. Send 
her to we, I say!” 

So that all the four high complexioned Misses 
Blake sat helplessly bewalilng themselves around 
the family hearthstone, while Kate prepared 
Inexpensive dainties for them, mended their 
gloves, and comforted them to the best of her 
abllity. The poor di chor listened uneasily to the 
hum of thelr voices from the next room. 

“ What are they doing there?” he acked, io 
his indistinct fashion. ‘‘ Why don’t they carn 
their own living, eh }” 

* We can’t, pa!” orled the four girls fo chorus. 
*Toere’s so much competition, We don’t have 
any ivfiaence to back us,’ 

**The London editors havea cifque of thelr own 
personal friends, and no one else can get {nto It,” 
said Minnie, 

“There is no demand for type-writers and 
stenographere,’’ faltered Ada.’ 

“Art is going down,” declared Ebel, while 
Clara expressed only by tears and silence. 

**T sap ” sald the doctor, “wa must live, 
They might put me Into an hospital ; but there’s 
my poor wife! And Kete——” 

"Papa, it will all be right,” soothed Kate. 
‘*You must have faith ac a grain of mustard seed, 
Oaly walt!” ' 

It was on a blossomy, rain-eprinkled April 
Sanday when Doctor Biake waa able to hobble 
for the first time into the new church, leaning on 
a cane on one side, and ou the other eupported by 
Clare. 

** You are so clumsy |” said he, fretfully. “ You 
jerk me so! Where's Kate? Why didn’t she 
come” 

**Kate ien’t ae tall as I am, pa,” whined poor 
Ciara, ‘‘ nor so strong |” 

“But she’s got more sense In ber than all 
the rest of you put together!” retorted the 
invalid. 

The sound of the familiar hymns, the zoftened 
light of the stained-glass windows, the voice of 
the clergyman, however, all tended to soothe the 
poor old man’s purturbed spirit when he was 
seated. 

“My favourite hymns,” he eald to himself. 
“Good Heavens—it seems almost as if I were a 
boy sgain! That new organ has o sweet tone!” 

Oae by one the slow tears rolled down his 
cheek ; nor were they altogether tears of sorrow, 
rather restfal, tender dews sacred to the past. 

*T haven’t thought as much of these things ae 
I ought,” pondered he, as the msjostic strains of 
the “Old Hundred” rolled down the asisies, 
“ Perhaps Heaven knew better than I did when 
it laid {te heavy hand on me. Who knows!” 

"Well, doctor,’ sald the puffy, spectacled 
little churchwarden when they ail went ont, 
“ what do you think of our new organist ?” 

** He understands his business, air, that’s cor- 
tain,” sald Doctor Blake. 

His speech wae plainer now-—-one could com- 


nd bis meaning. 
** Bat it’s a woman,” said the churchwarden, 
“ Then, sir, ahe’s a genias.” ’ 


** We've engaged her at £120 « year,” sald the 
warden, ‘' Every one fs pleased.” 


I shall come here every Sunday and hear her 
play,” sald the old man. “1’m sorry my gir! 
couldn’ have suited you, but——” 





“Why, man, [t's your girl,” sald the cheery 
little churchwarder. ‘‘ Your Kate, Mr. White 
told us she could play, bab we didn’o expect 
muaic like this, You're right, she laa gentus,” 

Doctor Blake hobbled home fm aflence, but 
when Kate came to him after dinner he held out 
his well baad with something of a pleading air. 

Kate,” said he, ‘my child, why didu’t you 
tell me of this i” 

“ Because,” whispered Kate, '‘so much de- 
pended on it. Because I was co afraid I should 
fail, Aud when I saw you slitting there—oh 
paps, the keys all tarned black before my sight 
for a minute,’”’ 

" Daughter, all the music went atraight to my 
heart,’ sald Doctor Blake, ‘' You've done me 
good. I thank Heaven that you are my child !"* 

And then Kate explafued to him how she had 
learned secretly and with many milegivings to 
pley on the organ, how she had loved ib, and, 
nevertheless, how amezsd she was when Mr. 
White asked her, sfter Ciara's fallure, to atiempd 
the manipulation of the keys and stops, 

* Bat that Isn't all, pape,” eald Kate, hang- 
{ng her pretty, dark head. 

‘' En}? said Doctor Blake, ‘'‘ What elae? ’ 

‘Mr. White has asked me to be his wife.’ 

'' What did you tell him, Kate?” 

'*T said I couldn’t leave you.” 

* Well?” 

“And he eafd I needn’b, Ho sald there was 
plenty of room in the new rectory for you and 
mother both, ard he sald that a good daughter 
always made a good wife, And, ob, paps, 1 am 
go happy #"’ 

Doctor Biske sat thinking long after Kate had 
gone to take the afternoon service ab the church. 

** How atravgsly things turn oud,” pondered 
he. “ All the four girls upon whom I depended 
have proved to be broken reeds, and littie Kate 
whom I’ve actually despised all my life is the 
one to lean on. Well, well, I’m rather old to 
learn a lesson, aud yet I have learned it to-day.’ 

So Kate Biake married Mr. White, and tock 
her parents home to the rectory with her, and 
the four handsome, robust young women who 
had calculated op opening the world like an 
oyster, with the biade of thelr various careers, 
are still looking around for some way of sup- 
porting themseiver, 

‘Poor things !"’ said the rector, '' they have 
yet to learn that to be successful bread-wianers 
they must absolutely excel in some one direc. 
tion. And they’ve no more Idea of {tb than four 
children,” 

“But they're very talented,” said wietful 

te. 

‘Tt fan’t talent that tells fn the world’s 
arenas,” sald Mr, White. “It’s good commoz 
sense and hard work.” 
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CLIFFE COURT. 


CHAPTER XXIII. 


Mr, THomas Daintree, late head of the firm 
of Daintree, Richardeor. and Dalntree, lived in 
a@ very nice houre in Rueecell Square—a houce 
that was heavy, and equare, and eubstantiat 
looking, like Mr, Daintree himself; and on the 
particular afternoon of which I write the 
lawyer was seated in a capactous dining-room, 
eating filberte and drinking '58 port by way of 
dessert—for he invariably dined fp the middle of 
the day. 

He did not look particularly delighted when a 
housemaid entered, and interrupted this pleasing 
occupation, 

" A gentleman wishes to see you, if you please, 


"Bat I don’t please ! You know I never please 
to see people directly after my dinner.” 

"I told the gentleman to, but he seid I 
was to give you thie,” tendering a card, “and 
perhaps you would make an exception in his 
favour, 

“Some begging impostor, I daresay,” mub- 
tered the lawyer, putting on his spectacles, 
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Directly he glanced as the vard his manner 
changed. ‘Show the genticman in at onc2, 
Watsoo. Mc, Hubert Cilffei I wonder what he 
wants with me?’ 

Hubert was uchered In, shaken hands with by 
Mr. Daintree, and entreated to taste the 58 port, 
which, howaver, he declined. He looked 
anxiousand worrled—as he felt, snd withoutany 
farther preliminary, stated the business oa which 
he had come. 

“Of course you are awars of what has 
transpired at Cilife since my uncle's death?” he 
aid, 

‘* ¥ou mean Lady Da Roubaix takiog posses- 
aton of the estates?’ responded the lawyer, 
putting the matter in as delicate phraseology as 
posible, ‘Yes, Iam aware of is, and for your 
aake I was very sorry to hear of it,” 

* Bat not surprised 1” 

Mr, Daintree carefully cracked a nut before 
replying. pt 

"Weil, we lawyers have so many strange 
circumstances brought under our notice that 
we gab out of the way of bsipg much surprised 
atanything.” 

© Which Is equivalent to sasiog that you worse 
prepared for what has actually taken place,” sald 
Hubert. “Tecame to you, Mr. Daintree, in tho 
hope of getting faformation that might ald me in 
aearchiog for proofs of my parents’ marriage, and 
also because I thonght your advice, as the 
confidential eolicttor to the Cliffs family, would 
be valuable,” 

‘' You are very kind to say so, As you are 
aware, I have retired from actual practice, 
bab any assistance in my power I shali render 
you with very gteat pleasure. Firat of all, let 
me persuade you to have a glass of this port, 
{ assure you ft is equal to the best advice in the 
world,” 

Habert shook his head, smiling faintly, 

*No, thank you ; ab any rate, not at prevent, 
I believe you were ia my grandfather’s conf- 
dence to s great extent,’ he added, drawing 
his chair up nearer, “‘ and if so you can teli me of 
the relations eubelsting between him aud my 
father, and this may be of come service to me fa 
pursuing my inquiries, You see, I am nob 
juciined to give up the heritage I was 
taught to look upon as my own without a 
struggle.” 

“Quite right, too, and I hops with all my 
heart you may succeed,” exclaimed the old man, 
sincerely. ‘* All I know I will tell you. Your 
father was, in his early youth, rather wild aud 
extravagant, and Lord Ciiffe several times paid 
his debts, He was fund of betting, and gambled 
& good dea}, bub we were all inclined to look upon 
his faflings with a Ienlend eye, for he was 
generous and kind-hearted to a degree; and his 
father often said to me that when he had sowed 
bis wild oats he would settle down Into as steady 
and respectable a man as Everard himeelf—the 
isstp Lord Oliff2, Alec was away from homeeome 
time, sud when he went back he snd hia father 
hada terrible quarrel, tha particulars of which 
no one, save myself, ever know. Id seems that 
Alec was greatly in debt, and begged for money, 
which his father promised to give him on rom 
tfon that he married a certalu lady fu the county, 
who was very wealthy, aud who was supposed te 
he in love with bim. Tile Alec absclutely refused 
to do, and when pressed for a reason, sald that 
he wad already engaged to a young girl whom 
hs happened to sse when he was attendlog some 
races at W-———, Lord Oliffe inquired who she 
was, and {t then transpired that she eerved ia a 
music shop fa the town, and, though of rozpect- 
able enough parente, yet could only claim to 
bslong to middle-claas tradespeople, 

Mr, Dafatres paused, and Habert thorght 
here were soms few polots cf resemblance be- 
tween his father’s case and hie own. Having 
vaken ® long sip at his wine, the lawyer con- 
tinued :—- 

‘Tas Vircouat-—I am speaking of the last 
bub one—was-an extremely provd man, arieto- 
cratic to his Gogers’ ends, and the Idea of an 
alliance between his son and a woman of ple- 
belan extraction was terrible to him. He en- 
treated, threatened, commanded; all to no 
avall, for Alec abaolately refused to give ap his 





fiancée ; 80, a8 & lash resource, Lord Cliffe went 
to the girl horself ; explained to her how matters 
stood with his nov, and ssid that if she would 
break off her engagement he would pay Alec's 
debts, but if not, Ba would let his creditora do 
what they chose with hin—which meant Im- 
prisonment, It seems that the young woman 
was deeply and distuterestedly fo love with Alec; 
and at last, for his sake, she consented to send 
back his ricg, and promised not to see him sgaia ; 
80 she wrote and told him her declaion, and then 
went to some relatives, and concealed from him 
her addrese. The end of the matter was, Alec 
went out to Austral/a with ths idea of setting 
up sheep-farming and retrieviog bis fallen for- 
tunes, aud nothing was heard of him for some 
years—nothing, fu fact, till after his father had 
died, and his brother Everard had gone out to 
see him, arriviag jast before hie death.” 

"Do you know the name of the young woman 
in question?’ asked Hubert, eagerly, 

The lawyer shook his head. 

“JT do not, That particular was nob men- 
tioned when Lord Cliffe told me the story.” 

‘Ts there any way of discovering It!” 

‘I fear not after this lapse of tlne, eapeclally 
considering that the facts were kept as secret as 
possible.”’ 

Taere was a pause, broken by Habert. 

* And after my Uacie Everard returned from 
Australia what happened f” 

“Well, he came straight from Liverpool te 
London, and called on ms fn my offices in Lin- 
co!n’s Inn, bringiog you with him, and°I recol- 
Iect when I saw you I sald, ‘This isa Oilffe, my 
lord ; I can tel! by his likeness to the family !’ 
* You are right, Daintree,’ he answered, ‘this is 
Habart Cliffs, my brother Alec's son, aud my 
fatare hefr. Naturally I asked him for farther 
particulars, but his repiles were curt fn the ex- 
treme, and Viscount Oiiffe was a man you could 
not cross-examine, When I suggested some 
thing about certificates of marriage and birth he 
cut me short, saying that was his affair, and tell- 
Ing me to answer no questions that might be 
asked me concerning the matter, so cf course I 
had no alternative but silence, Ove thing, he 
said, that impressed me—ft was, ‘Rameamber, if 
people ask you who this boy is you will answer, 
** He fs ths Honourable Alec Cliffs’s lawfal son, 
and the fu'ure Lord Oliffe.’” 

"Did he say that—-realiy soy io ?’’ exclaimed 
Habert, eagerly. 

“He sald ib,” returned the lawyer, wiih a 
certain efgaificant emphasis not iost on his 
hearer. 

“ Bat you did nob belicve it!" the ponng man 
added, d‘sappolatedly. 

**T will hardly go so far as that. To tell you 
the truth, Mr, Habert, I did nop know what to 
believe then, any more than [+do now. It 
seemed to me moet Improbable that Lord Cliffe 
should adopt you as his heix if he were not 
assured, fn his own mind, that you could law- 
fully claim the name of Cliffe, and yet, on the 
other hand, hs assuredly no documents 
to substantiate that claim. I wae puzzled then ; 
I have been puzz'ed ever alnce, and I often won- 
dered {f the’ mystery would ever bs fathomed. 
Lord Cuffs was a man who laid down a law for 
himself, and expected other people to abide by 
is; moreover, he would allow no one to question 
whether ft was right or wrong.” 

"Then, at a matter-of fact, you carnot tell 
me what your own ideas are in the matter?’ 

‘' Honestly, and candidly, I cannot, Some- 
times I believe one thing, sometimes another ; 
but I have no fixed convictlon, except ihat, any- 
how, you have been shamefu'ly treated, It's 
bad enough for a man who has been brought up 
to work to fiad himself thrown on the world to 
ged bis own Ivicg, bus {t's a hundredfold harder 
for one who, like youveel’, has been accustomed 
to believe himself heir to vast estates. What- 
ever the truth msy be coucernirg your birth, you 
have my eincere sympatby at the present 
moment,’ 

Haberi thanked him, and shortly afterwards 
took leave, and went out into the equare, ponder. 
ing over what he had heard, 

Oa the whole, he dii not consider ha-had had 
& lost journey, for he bad succeeded fn tracing 


-on his interview with Mr. Daintree 





out the causes of his father’s expatriation, ani 
that was something, So far ashe could judge, 
Alec Cilffe’s love for the girl who was so much be- 
neath him fn position had been a deep and honour. 
able one. Could it be sible that girl had 
eventually gone out to Australia after him, io 
spite of her promise to his father } * 

If Habert had but known her name ib would 
have beens help, for he might have traced her 
out, and diecovered what had been her cares: 
subsequent to the breaking off of her engaze. 
ment; but in this the lawyer had not 
been able to asalst him; and even if he went down 
to W——— [it was most unlikely that he would 
succeed In finding out who she was—aso unilkely, 
re to attempt it looked lke a wild-gooz 
chase. 

Lost in thought he wandered on, and found 
himssif In Tottenham Court-road, along which 
he walked, having nothing particular to do, unt!! 
he got to Camden Town, He had rather counted 
helpiog him 
to a decision as to his next step; but this it 
had hardly dona, for It left the mystery of his 
unclé’s conduct in exactly the same condition as 
before, and the only way to clear [t up seemed 
to be the one he had already suggested to Arline 
—namely, his golog out to Australia, and search- 
ing for records of his father fx the place wheres 
he had dled—and of this p'ace. he had the name, 
for ib was given him by Lord Cliffs himself, 
zome years ago, when they had been talking of 
having a tablet erected to Alec's memory in Cliffe 
Charch. 

* Yea,” exclaimed the young man aloud In his 
excitement, ‘* 1 will go out there, and search, and 
if I am unsuccessful I will give up the quest 
altogether, and set about earning a living. 
Sarely I can win enovgh to keep Arline and 
myself!" 

He was jast about crossing the street when he 
saw before nim a lady, dressed In black, who was 
standing {n the middle of the road, looking help- 
leesly round as if in search of someone, Ab the 
same moment a hansom cab dashed up, and must 
{nevitably have knocked her down had not our 
hero, seeing her danger, rashed forward, juat. in 
time to push her back, but not fn time to save 
himself; The driver of the cab pulled up sharply, 
but it was too late, for the shafd had struck 
Hubert In the chest, and as he fell forward, the 
horee, {n-rearing, hithim on the temple, 

Inetantly a crowd collected, as crowds wil), and 
a middle-aged woman, who had been on ths 
pavement, caught the lady Hubert had rescued 
pA the arm, and then pressed forward wlth the 
others, 

‘* What is {b, Justinoa—oh! what fs {t?” ex- 
claimed the young lady, in very sweet and 
silvery tones, that were slightly tloged with a 
foreign accent. 

** Who was {i took hold of me and pushed aside 
so roughly?" 

*‘The gentleman who saved your life, S'g- 
norina,” was the reply ; “don’t you know you 
had just got in front of a vehfcle, and 
must have been killed, if he bad not so bravely 
come to your astistance} And now he Is lying 
there just as you would have bsex If he hadn’e 
risked bis life for yours.” 

The girl—she was hardly more—clasped her 
hands together fa an excess of grief. 

“Go to him, Justina—do what you can—sce 
that medical ald is sent for!” she cried, wildly 
“Oh my poor blind eyes—what terrible con- 

uences have you led me into!” 

"el those dark eyes, so fall and lustrous that 
they were the first thing {im her face to 
toattractattention, had been for years closed 
the light of Heaven. She was bitnd, 

‘© You shonld not have gone from my sido; 
you know what always happens,” commencec 
the elder woman, but her mistress !mperiously 
interrupted her. 

" Do not scold me now—you can do that afcer- 
wards. See to the poor man.” 

Amongst the crowd was a dark, clean-shaven 
young man, with rellable-looking grey eyes, who 


had come forward avnouncing himself as 
surgeon, and he was kneeling down, examiaing 
the uneonec'ous Hubert, when Justina led ber 
companion to the spot, 
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“Tg he hurt very much!” she icquired, 

"T am afrald so—serionsly.” 

“Oh, I hope not--I hops not—I ehall look 
upon myself as bis murderer !" exclaimed the 
innocent cause of the accident; and her volce 
made thesurgeou look at her with endden {nterest, 
that was certalnly nob lessened as he saw her 
face—a beautiful southern-looking face, with a 
carlously pathetic expression, whose meaving he 
did not then understand, 

“Does anyone here know who this gentleman 
is?” inquired a policeman, who had arrived on 
the acene; and as no one was in @ porition to 
answer the question, he proceeded to look in the 
pockete of the irjared man for the purpose of 
discovering bisidentity, As {b happened, Habert 
had nelther bis card-case, letters, or memorands 
about him—noi a line, in fact, to fodicate who he 
was, and this being so, the pollceman suggested 
the propriety of his being taken to s hospital, 

The blind woman heard the euggestion, and 
negatived ft at once. . 

‘Let him be brougih to my houses, I am to 
lame for hia present cordition, and surely i msy 
be allowed to do what I can to remedy: Ivf 
she sald, “My home fs quite close ab hand- 
closer than any horp'tal,” 

“ Are you aware what you propors to under- 
take, madam?” said the surgeon (whose name 
was Carew). “Tafa gentleman’s recovery— 
supposing he does recover—wili be a long and 
tedious affair, and he wili require the utmost 
care and attention.” 

**Tam quite wiiliog to promise that he shall 
bave it,” she responded, quickly. “ Noefforta on 
my part shall be spared in tending him, and I 
can answer for my servant as well.” 

“ Where is your house i” 

“Jn Maitland Park Ccescent—quite close st 
hand.” 

“In that case I think the gentleman had better 
be removed at once,” said the eurgeon; and 
after a little conversation with the policeman 
the latter called a cab, and Hubert was gently 
placed within it, Mr. Carew accompanylog, and 
followed by the blind lady and her attendant In 
a second cab. 

Who ehall easy that anything fn this world 
happens by chance, or that the amallest incident 
dvez not play a part in that mysterious chain of 
circumstances that enfolds us all ! 

Toe simple fact of Habert haviag, in his pre- 
cecupied state ot mind, turned to the right In- 
atead of to the left when he was leaving Raassell- 
equare, was destined to lead to events which, but 
for that trivial cireumstancs, would never have 
“Ssken place, and which were destined to exercles 
the moat important influence over two or three 
of the characters in this history, 
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CHAPTER XXtY. 


Arrer the scene in the Ifbrary Lidy Carlyon 
was taken upstaire by Dc, Weet fo a halt- 
hysterical condition, and then cons'gned to the 
care of Robson, who administered restoratives, 
and took precautions that no servant should be 
allowed sccess to her mistress’s chamber. 

Meanwhile, the physician end his patron were 
downstairs, deep in consultation. 

“I must confees,” eald the former, “I am 
not altogether satisfied with the reault of my ex- 
periment, for I had no idea Lidy Carlyon would 
retain a0 distinct an impression of what had 
occorred, However, I did my best, s0 you can- 
not attach any blame to me," 

“I don’t blame you,” returned Sir Aecot, 
moodily, “but I really think I have got myself 
into deeper difficulties than before, You heard 
what she sald about publiching the affair, I 
kuow her quite wall enough to be sure she fa 
capable of accomplishing ber threat, and then 
think cf the consequences!’ 

“T know—they would mean ruin for both.” 

“* Yes, and a criminal proseention as well.” 

“Tt must never come to that, Surely we 
shall be able to fiud means of preventing ib!” 
exclaimed Dr. Weat, biting his moustache in 
angry perplexity, “The only thing we can 
trast to is tfme, Women never stop to con- 





alder—-they act on the spur of the moment, 
reckless of consequences ; but if you can make 
them pause, if you forces them to think of 
ulterior results, then there {s a chance of their 
Matening to reason, You mused virtually in- 
prison your wife for a time,” 

“Bot how? I dare not do fb in this house,” 

“No, I never thought of suggestiog auch a 
thisg. E have an idea much more likely to suc- 
ceed. You have heard me mention my brother- 
in-law—Foelton }" 

“ Yea, " 

** Well, be has taken a house in W shire 
for the purpose of recelying patients who are not 
quite capsble of taking care of themeelves—or, 
if you like it better, whore relatives desira to be 
relisved of the responsibilty of taking care of 
them. His places in the heart of the conntry, 
very lonely, and well guarded, and he aske oo 
questions concerning hie patiente, which, you 
must acknowledge, fs & great advantage. I would 
suggest your placing your wife thers for en Is- 
definite perlod—say anti! she swears a solemn 





Joath to hold ‘her tongue ax to what has taken 
s Sie Ascot pondered the advice for a few 


miautes, He had gone too far to retreat now, 
endif he let matters stay az they were he would 
probably fiad himself in a dilemma from which 
shere was no chatcs of extricating himself. : No, 


_| he must go on in the evil path he had chosex, 


let it lead him where {t might, ‘ 
Tals fa the usual result of a bad beginning. 
The consequences of an evil action are like the 


circles that eddy round a stone that fs throws fn | 


the water—wideniog, until they stretch over the 
whole of a life, 

Waen Sir Ascot began his system of perso. 
cutiog hie wife he had fancied a Httle por. 
severance on his part would ba all that was 
required, and would probably have recofled with 
horror from the notion of lmprisoning her in a 
private lunatic asylum ; bat now ib commended 
fieelf as being the only feasible plan, and he be- 
came anxtous that {t should be put in execution. 

“ What about the necessary preliminaries— 
the certificates, &:.?” he asked, 

(1, I will arrange all that. I will telegraph 
for a doctor I know to come down from London, 
and when I tell him I have examined the caae, 
and pronounced an oplaion, he will accept his 
fee and make no diffieulties, I thiok you may 
leave that to me, Sir Ascot.” 

The baroned thought so too, and Dr. West 
jastified hia confidence, for the next morning, 
the physician from town srrived, had a consulta- 
tion with Dr, West, a few minutes’ talk with 
Lady Carlyon, then shook his elderly head, sald 
it waza “sad case,” wrote ont a certificate, ate a 
good lanch, and drank no Inconafderable quantity 
of Sir Ascot's Madeire, and, after pocketing a 
substantial fee, returned to C.svendish-square 
with the Impreesion that he had done rather a 
good stroke of business. 

Tne task of conveylog poor Alicia from the 
Casse presented very few difficalites, for although 
she rezolutely declined to take any of Dc. West's 
medicines, It was exsy enough for R bson to 
administer a dreg that rendered her unconscious 
of what was going on around her, and afterwards 
she retained no Gieticct impression of the journey 
beyond the fact of being borne swiftly along in a 
cloeed carriage, Dr. Weat opposite her, and Robaon 
at her side, 

When she quite recovered her senses she found 
herself in 8 room that was strargs to her—a 
rather lofty apartment, rendolent of the damp 
emeli that is generated by anoccupied honses, 
and with s barred window that was farther 
darkened by the shade of an {Immense cedar, 
whoze boughs nearly touched the frosted panes. 
Shs turned roundand eaw Robson at her side, 
dark, impassive, a3 usual, and engaged in her 
customary occupation of knitting. 

Scrange to eay, sors instinct gave Lady Carlyon 
a suspicion cf what had bappened—her mind, eo 
far from being weakened by the oplates admia- 
meets seemed to have become keener and more 


gorous, 

“T am not at home, Robson,” she sald, 
quiets, raisirg herself on her eibow, and looking 
round, 


“No, my lady.” 

* What house fs this?” 

"Oae Sir Ascot has selected for you to live fs, 
80 ag to be under the constant care of a physician 
—Dr, Weat's brother-in-law, who is master of the 
houte.”’ 

“Te Sir Ascot here {” 

“No, he went away directly he saw you safe'y 
to theend of your journey. He told me te te!i 
you he would come again at the expiration of a 
week, and see if you were more reasonable than 
you had been at the Chsse-—those were hia exact 
words,” said Robzon, golog on with her knitting, 
and not raising her eyes. 

Alicia was silent for a few minutes, strivisg to 
thoroughly realise her position, Presently ehs 
laid her hand on her maid's wrist, 

" Robson,” she said, a pathetic quiver In her 
volce that she tried in vain to restrain, ‘they 
accuse ine of being mad; and they would ehuc 
me up here in order to peramade the world of 
the trath of thelr wicked invention. Wilk 
you not help me? You who kucw I am nov 


Robson quietly removed the s!im fingers, and 
want on with her work, 

“My lady, I am only aa fgnoraat woman, 
and IT-should no’ presame te setup my oploion 
against that of doctors who havo eftdied the 
subject all thelr lives, and therefore kao all 
about fb.” 

'*'Toen,” exclaimed Alicia,“ do you mean me 
to infer that you think they are rigwt?” 

*T-do not think anything at all, my Ia?y. 
Paople' in my porision obey orders without 
thinkiag.” 

The woman was as bard ay steel, and as cold. 
Prayers acd entreatles would have sfiected her 
nature as much as a shower of rain affects areck, 
and this Lady Carlyon reccgnised. 

She had on'y one interest fo life—heraclf ; 
only one object—sell-agerandizement. Sir Asoo 
pald her well at present, and more thaa tha*, 
she saw in him a mine of wealth in the future, 
for would she not have a hold on him in the 
knowledge she possessed? and would he now 
secure ler a handsome facome for kespicg tt 
secret } 

So far from feeling plty for Lady Carlyon, she 
was {nclined to regard her ss a woman who had 
had chances, and who had not avatied hereelf cf 
them, She did not like her---she did not dislika 
j her, Her feelings {n all that did not conctra 
| heraelf were apt to be neutral, and they were in 
this Instance. 

Alicia made 8 desperate effurt to keep herself 
calm; she saw how much depended on her 
demeanour now, and she resolved that come 
what might she would not give way to the 
despair that waa threatening to overmaater 





er. 

“What is the uame of the man who keeps 
this house?’ she ssked, and Robson was 
astonished at the compare of her tons aad 
manzer, 

“Dr, Felton.” 

“ Has he a wife?” 

** No», she Is dead, I believe ¢” 

‘'T suppose I can ace himt”’ 

‘'Thave no doubs you can If you wish, my 
lady.” 

“Then kindly ring the ball, and ingalre fur 

» 


- Robson did as sho was requested, and the 
bell was answered by a woman who unicckzed 


agein after having recelyed Lady Cuarlyon’s 
meessga, 

Presontly Dr. Felton himself eutered—a 
middle-aged man, with a yellow face, ani ue 
halr on the top of his head, bas with a big, 
bushy, black beard, and giltterlug black eyer, 
that lent a curlously sardouic expression to his 
countenance, 

He bowed, and took a seat opposite Allcla, wha 
had risen from her couch, and now stood beside 
it, ons hand resting on the head. 

"You wished to see me, Lady Carlyon}” 

** Yes, I wand to ask you on what ground sou 
are keeplog me here?” abo eai3, steadily, 


thongh her heart’ sank ss sho saw the kind of 
man she had to deal with. 





the door before she came fa, and locked tt 


CRE DEO FE TIES FTN igs RE 





PE ae RP SIR ET 


—s 
_ 


ARS EE a ONT AER NE SES OE, 28 























Poe ere, ee 


aise 


+ 


324 


THE LONDON BEADER. 











‘ ie 
NAOH 
WN 








THE DRIVER FULLED UP SHARPLY, BUT THE SHAFT HAD STRUCK HUBERT IN THE CHEST, 


*' Your husband's authority.” 

“ Are you under the impressfon that I am not 
in my right senses / ” 

“T hold the certificates of two doctors to that 
effect,” he returned, suavely. 

** And you believe what they ssy 1” 

*' have no reason to doube it,” 

Alicia drew s loug breath, and pressed both 
ber bands across her breast. 

‘'Do you really mean me to understand that 
you think the woman who speaks to you at thie 
moment is insane?” she demanded, looking him 
fa}l in the face. 

He returned her gaze anflinchingly. 

‘* Perhaps not at the present moment. In our 
woret cases we have ined {ntervals ; but, although 
at this preclee juncture you may be perfectly 
eane and answerable for your actions, I have no 
guarantee that by this time to-morrow you will 
nob be a raving lanatic.” : 

“Do you think !t Iikely |’ 

** As likely as not,” 

" Bat I tell you it Isnob so} Iam no more 
mad than yourself, I am sane, and !t le in order 
that my husband may avail himself of my money 
that he has resorted to such vile meagures for 
getting me out of the way. Sir!” she came 
towards him, her hands outstretched, her voice 
faltering for the firat time-——‘' you are an English- 
man—a gentleman—will you not prove your 
right to both those titles by helping a persecuted 
woman who cannot help herself! For the sake 
of those you love, for the eake of your own 
children, If you have any; for the sake of the 
mother who cared for and tended your infancy, I 
beg you to releaseme|}” — 

He heard her unmoved, Oace he puthle hand 
to his moustache as ff to conceal a smile, and his 
eyes, as they scanned her falr, troubled face, 
never lost their hard expression, 

“ Madam, you ask mea thing that fs impossible, 
at all events at present. Only time will permit 
me to judge of your mental condition, and when 
some weeks have expired I may bein a posttion 


to tell you my own opinion regarding your cass ; 





at present I can do nothing but acquiesce in the 
judgments arrived at by your medical attendant 
and a distinguished London physi!clan. I deeply 
regret the necessity that compels me to say this” 
—he rose as he spoke, apparently with the Inten- 
tion of leaving—‘' but if your state of mind ie 
what you say {b ie, you will recognise the fact 
that I have no alternative,” 

She saw that nothing she could say would 
produce any impression on him, that worde, fn 
effect, were so much waste of breath, Whatever 
he thonght of her it was clear he was resolved 
she ehould not go away. 

‘* Very well, then,” ehe eald, quietly. “ I sup- 
pove I must submit, and bear my fate as well as 
I can. Will you tell me what rules or restrictions 
I am to be under }” 

‘Not very hard ones. You will certainly have 
to confine yourself to these two apartments, 
your bedroom and sitting-room ; but you will be 
allowed an hour’s exercise every day in the 
grounds, fn company with your own attendant.” 

** And books, papers—are they allowed me!” 

“T regret to say not. Sir Ascut’s orders are 
strict on the subject, He desires you shall have 
nothing at all to excite you, and Iam forced to 
agree Io the wisdom of his decision.” 

‘I may have writing materials, surely }” 

“That would be even worse than books,” 
observed Dr. Felton, shrugging his shoulders 
“No, you are to observe the most perfect quiet, 
as that is supposed to be the only means of your 
regaining your mental equillbrium, Iam afraid 
I must leave you now,” he added, looking ai his 
watch. “I have an appointment fa a few minutes 
that I am bound to keep. Good-day, Lady 
Carlyon ; ILaincerely hope the repose that you 
will enjoy under my roof may prove beneficial to 

ou.’ 
He bowed with punctllious politeness, and 
retired, locking the door after him. 

No sooner had he gone than all Alicla’s calm- 
ness deserted her, and she flew to the window, 
first of sltting-room then of bedroom, and ex- 





amined them, both with the same result, The J 


bars were firm ; and, besides, the distance to the 
ground was too great for anyone to think of 
jumping, sven if they had not been, Of course, 
too, both doors were locked, 

‘If Lam not mad row this place is enough to 
drive me mad,” ashe muttered to herself, as she sat 
down again on heaiing R»dson’s step outalde the 
door, 

Rabellion, as she knew, was useless. She 
might weep more tears than Niobe, they conld be 
ofno avail, She might shriek her londest, no 
one would hear her. All she could do was to 
submit—at least with a semblance of calmness— 
toa destiny agalost which she was powerless to 
battle, 

Sometimes a terrible despair seized upon her, 
and a fervent prayer wen up from the bottom 
of her heart that Heaven would take her to iteelf, 
for life was growing a burden too great to be 
borne. Then thovghts of li:tle Douglas came, 
and the desire to live revived, for if she went who 
would there be to look after him iu the fature ! 

- She grew pale and thin and hsggard, her 
appetite failed, and she was unable to sleep, Oa! 
the dreariness of the Jong, long nighte, when she 
lay Heteniog to the beating of the rain on the 
windows, the mourpfnl sobbing of the wind 
roand the chimneys, while nearer was a sound 
that disturbed her still more—the noise of rat» 
eating at the wainscot, 

Awfal visions came to her—memories of stores 
she had read in her girlhood, where rats had 
come and gnawed at living people, and imsgiva- 
tica pletured them so powerfully that ehe would 
start up shrieking, aod fancying ehe felt the 
vermin crawling over her, 

She was nod allowed a» light, cr all these 
terrors might have been avoided, but {b was one 
of the rules of the place that none of the patients 
should have the mercy of a candle vouchsafed 
them. And who shall ssy what fiendish motive 
prompted the restriction, or how many were 
really bereft of their senses by the terrors. of tue 
lonely midnight darkness ? 

(Zo be continued.) 
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MAJOR LUSHINGTON THEN STEPPED BACK TO HAVE A GOOD LOOK AT HER, 


YOUNG AND SO FAIR. 


—0i—— 
CHAPTER XLVI. 
PLOTS AND PLANS 


SwayEp by a stronger wi!] than her owr, Sibel 
Frzgerald came downstairs ; but she did not 
venture 62 the closed door, beyond which Dadiey 
Wentworth was lying. His father stayed with 
bim all the afternoon ; but Hugh went fu and 
omt, and finally settled down to write letters. 
When he had finished he got up with a sense of 
extiafaction, One was addressed to the Earl of 
Windsor, the other to Cyrus Springfield, Esq., at 
hls place of business in Mark-lane. 

Soon, by the help of these two men, he hoped to 
have a clear case sgaiost Msjor Lushington, but 
until he had ft In black and white he thought it 
best to hoid his topgus and take no one Into his 
c fidence, 

The poss brought a letter from General 
Forrester to Sibel, enclosing bank notes to the 
amount of two hundred pounds, which he hoped 
would be suffictent for her expenees, aa he did 
not feel justified in making a larger advance, 
He stated that he had been induced to give his 
consent to her marrisge by o regard for her 
happiness, which he supposed to be indlsolubly 
connected with Mejor Lushington ; and as he 
considered that an absence of two years was 
sufficient to mark his disapproval of her former 
conduct, he would be happy to let the mar- 
ee take place from under the roof of Coombe 
Lodge |” 

“Oh, no!” said Sibel, Involuntarily, 

E ‘What's the matter!” asked Hagh, looking 

P. 

‘* The General wants me to be married from 
Coombe Lodge |” 

% I should like to see my uncle allowing it!” 

Bat I suppose 1b would be better,” resting 
her head wearily on her hand. 

“ Ask him, and you will eee. I wonder where 





Windsor fs likely to be? Shooting somebody 
else's partridges, I suppose, as he is letting 
his own alone, By the bye, I saw his mother’s 
carriage in Thornfield yeeterday ; so she is back.” 

“I would give anything to see her!” 

* Let us go over there to-morrow, whilsb uncle 
takes care of Dudley, What do you want to see 
her for? Anything particular?” 

“Only to give me some advice about my 
trousseau,” her head drooping. “I have no one 
to help me—no one to give me a word of 
counsel,” 

“Unfortunate that I can’t be a woman for 
once,” with a smile, " but remember, whatever 
you do don’t have anything marked |” 

“What do you mean }” 

_ “Tp would be awkward afterwards to have to 
pick out an L,” biting the top of his pen. 

*I don’t think it’s worth while to talk of the 
time when I shall bes widow!” with a eudden 
coldpess, “Iam eure I hope I shall go first |” 

“T was nob talking of that, or thinking of ft 
for a moment; but—but there might be a 
wedding with a change of bridegroome.” 

“ Hagh, never say that again!" an indignant 
blush rising In her cheeks. 

** Don’t be angry. Whatever I do, you know, 
I want you to be happy.” 

“You want everyone else to be except your- 
self. Oh! why can’t you be? I should be so 
intensely glad,” 

** Cab yourself into two, and then I might,” 

* Bat Rose fs so sweet, and so pretty.” 

'* Rose is sweat, but you are sweeter, Rose fs 
pretty, but you-—” he broke off and came 
towards her, his eyes glowing. ‘You! I can’t 
easy what you are; I can only feel. Don’t think 
Lam thoroughly down in the month, [| was cut 
up at first—quite done for®and then fb came 
across me what a selfish brute I was. 1 wnen’t 
half worthy of you, I should never have made 
you happy ; and nothing could have been worse 
than that,” his voice siuking. 

‘* Bat one day, when you sre a little older, I 
hope——” 





“Don’t hops about 1b!” he interrupted 
hastily. “ I shall never live to be old, or even 
middle-aged. Let me do some good for you and 
Dudley, that is all I ask for.” Then he left the 
room sbraptly, and Lord Wentworth came fn 
asking for tea. 

He sat down in his arm chair, looklog very 
grave 3 and Sibel felt like a naughty child. 

** My dear, you ought to have told me.”’ 

‘Bat I was eo afrafd. I thought it wonld 
worry you.” 

* Nothing could worry me so much as the fact 
that you, living here under my care, should 
healtate to speak to me on a matter of the most 
vital importance, because you were afraid of 
giving me a headache,” with quiet contempt. 
" Sibel, you have grieved me more than I can 
tell you ; however, 1 have uo control over you, 
and all I can do now is, to see that matters are 
arranged as satisfactory as they cau be,” 

“Oh, don’t say that,” the tears streaming 
down her cheeks, ‘There is nobody to control 
me but yourself. Tell me what to do, and I'll 
do {t.” 


"What, shut the door after the mare Is 
stolen }” with a smile half ead, and half amused. 
“ Yesterday my advice might have been of some 
service ; to-day I shal] not give ft, because it is 
too late. Bat I place my house, as far as I can, 
at your disposal, and you must ask what friends 
you like,” : 

Sibel brought him her uncle’s letter and laid 
fe om bis knee, He read it with heightened 
colour, and when he had finished it, sald very 
quietly, — 

‘Would you allow me to put it {nto the fire? 
It wonld be a sifght gratification to my feel- 


8. 

He watched ft crumbling to pleces amongst 
the burning logs with such an expression on bie 
face as Sibel had never seen thers before, ‘* Don’t 
tell me that man is a gentleman, for I can never 
pelleve it, Oh, my poor child!" putting bie 
arm round her, and reating his white hair on her 
soft brown curle; “ff you had only belonged to 
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me from the first what miesry might have been 
epared !”’ 

The next day Slbe! and. Hagh rode over to the 
Court, and were fortunate enough to find Lady 
Windsor at home. A4 first she was disposed to 
bs baffy about Sibel’s marriage, but when she 
found that the poor girl was without a single 
woman frlend to advise her, her kind heart 
relented, and she offered te undertake the order- 
ing of the troussean, 

Ib was agreed that she should take Sibel up 
tc town the very nex) morning, to her own par- 
ticular dresemsker ; aud she looked forward with 
delight to seelug her pretty figare cet of by 
appropriate garments, 

“ He ought te hava eent you five hundred at 
least—the stingy old ecrew | as Windsor would 
eall bla—but never mind, we will do cur best, 
and be as economical as we can. Ab, my poor 
boy!”- Sibel blashed ; “what are we to do 
about him? It‘is just the time when he fs 
coming home with a large party for the pheasant 
shooting. I suppose you wili have to ask him ; 
but he will feel very bad. Send us that rosebud 
cf a cousin to console him, and that long-legged 
brother. You will be glad to be rid of some of 
them ; and we can take fo as many 43 you like.” 

“ Take the General and his wife off my uncle's 
handa, and we ehall all oW8 you a debb of grati- 
tude,” sald Hugh, earnestly, 

‘* Very well,” with’a smile; “and how abound 
yourself }”’ 

** My post Is at home, I cowlda’t leave fi, Do 
you think a letter addressed to the club fs likely 
vo find your son $*’ 

"In course of time; I believe he hae them 
forwarded in weekly packets, so that you had 
batter put ‘ Immediate’ on the cover if you want 
an answer directly, Now, do tell me how Is the 
invalid hero 1’ 

** Not eo well,” sald Hagh; Sibel having re- 
treated. towards, the conservatory. ‘* Doctor 
Saymonr says he hes had a narrow shave of 
brain fever, aud he must be kept a3 quiet as 
posaible.” 

*‘Bratn fever! That Is serious, All this 
fuaz about the wedding will bs very bad for 
him.” 

Macdonald 
thought, 

“Tois to be very quiet for many reazons,” 

*' Do you think she loves him!” io a whisper. 

**She intends to marry him,” very gravely, 

“*T never thought that it wonld coma to that, 
My poor boy vowed that he would prevent it.”’ 

**{ wish him good luck,” 

“If he prevented [t he would goin and wip,” 
iookiug at him very earnestly. 

" Or take an even chance with tha rest, Lady 
Windsor, I promise you cne thing.” 

* And whatds that!” intensely interssted, 

" That elther with her will, or agatoat her will, 
ahs shall be prevented from marrying Lushington 
on the thirteenth 1” 

“ You really mean [t? ‘Then T had better not 
burry too much with the troussean.” 

“Tt will be ready for another time,” all the 
excitement dying ont of his face, 

She lsid her thio, aristocratic hand on his coat- 
elesve, and smiled up into his earncat yes, 

“Perhaps her name, after ali, will be Mac- 
donaid.” 

Ha etarted as if he kad bean stung. 

“Never! I’m not one quarter good enough !” 

“T only wish that I had: still one unmarried 
daughter, that I might have a chance of calling 
you my eon.” 

© You are too good!” as he stooped to kiss 
her hand. 

Then S‘bel came back from the conservatory,and 
remarked that they should be late for lancheon 
if they did not start at once. 

Lady Wind@sor stood at the top of the broud 
fight of steps to watch them as they rode quleily 
down the Park, the sunlight shining on Sibel’s 
bright hair and burafshing ih almost to gold; 
whilst Hegh turned rouud with his foreign 
grace and waved his hat to her from the dis- 
tance, 

Jast in the same way his father hed looked 
back as he rode away from the Court, and the 
next time she saw him he was lying cold and stil), 


emifled, ae If at some private 





with the smile that had stolen the heart from 
her breast stamped for ever on his lips by the 
hand of death. Pray Heaven there was a bebter 
fate fa store for his son. 

No answer came from Mr, Springfield ; but 
Lord Windsor telezraphed to aay that he had 
wired Lushlogton to make a clean breasb of 
everything before he married Miss Fitzgerald, or 
else he would feel justified in getting all the In- 
formation he could from another source. 

This he dia) mot because he had avy hops of 
Lushiogton’s confessing, but In order to save 
himeelf from the accusation of playing him a 
nasty trick back. 

~ ‘Major Lus! on telegraphed back to say that 
be wondered what the deuce Windsor was driviog 
at. His flirtations were th'ngs of the past, and 
cota ip no way affech his marriage. He was 
good ehough to add his opinion of the Earl’s 
i on, W he summed up as ''® Gon- 

impertiaence |” 

“Winlisor then hastily wrote to Hagh,— 


*Springfield’s your man. I’m In the dark ; 
ktiow thore’s eomething shady, but he’s sifted the 
Gistter to the “bottom. Prime fan for him, 
Gatch him by thécruff of his neck, bring Lin 
Gown to the Chetitamts, shut him*ap in @-room 
with old Wentwotth, and I bet 
im’ ponies that Emehington fa ed out of the 
house by the whole Jot of you. ‘Then, const clear, 
P go in, wio a ff, have you for best nap, 

b belle, and there's an end of ft 1—Yours, 
¢ “Wirpsor” 


«ag? ’ 
" P.S —Look “sharp” 
he reply was, 


“Soringficld’s awoy, I'm after bla like a 
shot. They don’t know where he’s gone-—fancy 
Ezypt. leave everything fn your hands, with 
Pail Forrester to he!p, Mind the wedding mast 
be stopped till I come back. Write to me at 
Shepherd’s Hotel, Alexandria; aud mind, not a 
word to anyone. Watch over her for Heaven's 
sake,— Yours, “ Huon Macponrap.” 


A bolkter epletie was sent to Phil, and then to 
the surprice of everyone at the Chestnuts, Hugh 
— that he was going abroad for a short 

rae, 

“J daresay ib will do you good," eald Lord 
Wentworth, thoaghtfally, “for you've been look- 
ing terribly washed out, Bat coulda’b you pub 
it off til after the wedding, when Dudley can 
spare you better t” 

“No; you will want me then, when Sibel’s 
gone.” 

"Then you won’t be with us on the bhir- 
teenth }” 

“That I shall, if £ dio for 161% Mind, she fs 
not to be married without me to look on,” with 
great earnestneta, 

"Poor boy!” soliloquised Lord Wentworth, 
‘*the preparations are driving him mad; bat he 
fosiste upon belog here to the Jast,* lest his 
absence should give her paip. WUnselfish to the 
core! Would to Heaven I could make him 
happy !” 





CHAPTER XLVI 
‘SHE MUST GIVE rou up!” 

Turzz weeks to the wedding—only three 
wetke—and at the end she would be Sibel 
Lushington, and every hope of happiness would 
be given up with her name of Fitzgerald. 
Fortunately at this miserable perfod of her 
existence our little heroine had not much time 
for thought, or else she mush have broken down. 
Presents kept pouring In from ali aldes, and had 
to be acknowledged in pretty Httle notes of 
the stereotyped pattern, till she grew so sick of, 
writing then that Hugh propored that she 
should have a printed formula fitted for all 
occasions :~~ 


“So many thanks—gqnite too lovely—ehall 
value {t more than any other, 
think of yours gratefully, 


“SipRL FItzG¢gRALD.” 


Ever so kind to 


three to ona} . 


He was golng off by the afternoon train, and 
came Into the library to bid her good-bye. She 
pat both hands in his, and looked fondly up into 
his handsome face, ‘Mind you take it easily, 
and stop a long time wherever you find ih 
pleasant, I wish somebody were with you 
to take care of you.” 

"T daresay I shall pick up a companion. 
Remember, I leave Dadley in your charge,” look- 
ing at her fixedly, “I could nob go away unless 
Ikuew that you were here to look after the 
poor old fellow instead of me. Promise me that 
you will.” 

**Babt I don’t know,” she hesitated, whilst a 
crimeon blush dyed her cheeks like a street. 

‘ Promlea, or I shall have no peace, Sibel you 
never were selfish before |” 

* Will he want me }” 

"He asked for you to-day, and I sald yon 
were comingto read te him directly I had gone. 
Oool of me, wasn’t it?” : 

* You always were cool,” with a smile, 

“Aad I am going to be cooler still, Do you 
remember bow I told you that I hoped to do 
pome good for you and Dadley before I died. 


Iam trying to do It now, If I never come 
back; you will think of that—you will know I 
} trled.? ~~ 


“Bate gon are coming back before you—you 
‘said. you wonld.” d - 
Yes, Lam coming back if I can ; be-rure of 
that, Have you any belief in prezentiments?” 
" Sometimes,” she said, vogaely. 
** Would you ever act upon them! Now, for 


fastance, eupposing I-were quite well, and yet 
had a f that the end wasnot far cff,”"—his 
voice vibra’ with fotense emction—* would 


you let me have what you promfsed to give me 
before I dled?” 

“Oh, Hugh, you shan’s go!” taking hold of 
his coat in a sudden panic, 

He put his arm gently round her, and drew 
her to his heart. ‘’ It wonlda’t be sad for mo, 
dear, If I left you both happy behind.” 

*'T couldu’t be happy without you,” and she 
began to sob, , 

* There, don't cry, I can't bear it! Dudley 
could make you happy, if the reat of. the world 
were gone, It fa to give him to you that I am 
going. Ob! darling, you shall never cry again, 
but sing for joy the.whole day long. Good-bye ! 
Kiss me, dear—TI shall nevor ask for another,” in 
a low voice. 

She put her arms round his neck and clung to 
him ; ‘Don’t go!” 

A quiver of  S- passed over his face. Then 
he stooped his bead quickly, and pressed bis 
eager lips to hers—one long, clinging kiss, whilst 
the surging passions fu his boyish heart were 
mastered, and every perzonal hope renounced. 
Then he unwound her caging arms, and placing 
her gently in a chair, and kneeling down before 
her, kiesed her smail cold hands, 

*' Look at me, dearest, once before I go.” 

She rafeed her lashes and theie eyes met; 
in hers was a wild regret at the sorrow of parting 
—in bis a beantifal smile as of 3 martyr of old, 
when earthly longings were conquered, and pain 
and suffering paszed. 

Then he rose and went cut of the room with 
a reeolute step, end she sprang up to stop him, 
jasb to see the dog-cart whirllog him away to the 
station, 

Weighed down by a terrible fear, Sibel aah for 
some time perfectly still, with an intens> longing 
in her heart to go after Hugh and bring him 
back by force. She had been 89 etupefied—and 
scarcely said a word, when, if she had only 
implored him to.stay, no doubt he would hare 
given up his hateful journsy—as he was always 
ready to surrender his own pleastite for that of 
others, Then his words cams back to ber, 
although she had been too much engrosssd with 
her concern for him to pay much heed to them 
when they were said. What had he meant by 
saying that he was going to do good to ber—and 
Dadley? Their case was past praying for, and 
nothing could help them now, unless the steamer 
fn which Mejor Lushington wae coming over to 
Eogland chose to founder fn the Atiantie, 

Minton, Dadley Wentworth’s own mau, 
kuccked at the door, and ea'd that bis master 
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send his compliments to Miss Fitzgerald, and 
if she bad nothing else to do would she come 
and finish the book which Mr. Meedonald had 
begun, 

Sarprised and confused, she said ehe would 
come at one®, and ran upetaire to bathe her eyes 
and smooth her hair ina flutter. If this was a 
proof of Hugh’s thoughtfulness she would much 
rather have been without it. Surely is was her 
duty to keep out of Dudley's way as*much as 
she possibly could, and yet the boy’s object 
esemed to be to throw them together, fa epite of 
everything. 

She was terribly nervous as she went Into his 
room, but at the first sight of bis face she forgot 
everything else. She had not seon him for a 
week, and the change consequent on hie attack 
of fever gave her quite a shock, 

Lord Wentworth was sitting at the foot of the 
ved, but he rose at eho came in and pat a chair 
for her with his usual courtesy, near the head. 
Dadley’s eyes—looking large snough to swallow 
all the rest of his face—were fixed upon her with 
an earnesh gaze, which troubled her so much 
that she could scarcely falter oud auch a trivial 
civility as to hope he was better. 

“Thanks. Iam getting on,” In 9 volce that 
aounded low and cavernous, ‘‘ My father thought 
gou would not mind.” 

“ Of couree not tIs this the book?” taking 
op a novel that laid in mescaline fachion face 
downwards on a ifttie table, nervously anxious to 
stop all conversation. 

When she began to read her voice was hoarse 
and tremulous, but as ehe went on the powerful 
writing drew her out of herself, and she forgos 
her own enfferings fa thoze of the heroine. 

Lord Wentworth dropped asleep as vatal, 
Minton looked in to see if hie services were 
required, and to pour out the dose of medicine 
at the prescribed hour ; but Sibel continued to 
read, encouraged by the constant attention of 
the Invalid, until it was time to dress for 
dinner, 

As she stood before her looking-glass fasten!ng 
her necklace round her white throat, {t ssemed 
to her Impossible that her second meeting with 
Dadley Wentworth had come and gone with so 
little excltement. There could be no danger for 
either whilst he lay there, helpless as a log, with 
scarcely the power to foterest nimeelf in anything 
around him, Evidently 

where resignation {s poseible, because the 
will has lost the power to rebel, 

Day after day she sat with him for a longer or 
shorter perfod, in spite of the multifarious calls 
on her time, thrusting all her most pressing 
business on the most Inconvenifend hours, in order 
to be ready to come to him whenever he wanted 
her. (Oh! Hugh, {tis your doling; surely you 
will have a great deal to answer for!) Lord 
Wentworth was slways there, and Minton or 
Landon came in and out on various errands, 
whilst Sibel sat.as quietly asan automaton ad its 
appointed task, 

Time flew ; one week tripped on the heels of 
snother, till only seven days were left between 
expectation and the curse of {ts reality ; still the 
girl read ont in her low, sweet voice, with. out- 
ward composure, whilet her heart seemed ready 
to burst within her breast, 

Dudley's calmness helped to keep her feelings 
uader control ; for she would have died of shame 
if she had betrayed herself when his quiet cold- 


oeas kept.up the barrier between them, But the. 


trial was a severe one; and there were times 
when she could have flang the book to the other 
end of the room, herself on her. kuees, and her 
around hie neck, in defiance of elther promises 


or proprieties, b 

“ Colonel Spencer fs in the drawing-room 1” 

Lord Wentworth rose from his eeat, and with 
& polite, ‘Don’t wait for me, my dear,” followed 
Manser ont of the room. 

They were alone | 

Sibel cleared her throat, and turned over the 
page, resolved to go on reading as if nothing 
had happened. little hairpin fell cub of her 
curls on to the Indian rng which was thrown over 
the {nvalid, She stretched out her hand to pick 
it.up, but before she could:draw {t back Ib was 
taken er, ‘ 


he had reschec that |: 


"My little Balle,” he sald eoftiy, 
been very good to me.” 

She eat still and trembled. 

"I didn’t want te worry you the other day,” 
speaking very slowly and pantiag for breath, 

She did not dare to look at him, and the only 
wish she was conscious of was that she might 
suddenly be stricken deaf with one ear, 

IL must. jast tell you thie,” trying to rafse his 
heavy head, ' When Lushiagton comes, send him 
tome, He mustgive you up!” , 

She shook her head, and ehyly but firmly drew 
her hand away. When Lord Wentworth came 
back he noticed nothing except that witty pas- 
sages in the book lost some of their flavour by 
belong repeated {in a dolefal voice, 

Oa the Monday before the wedding Major 
Lushington arrived late in the evening—half 
smothered fn Canadian fare, He was looking 
thin and pale, but seemed to be fn excélient 
epirits as he came Into the library, the first 
snowflakes of the year shining on hie long coat. 

He clasped Sibel’s hand in both bis own, kissed 
her cheek rapturously, and then stepped back to 
have a good look at her. 

“"Pon my word! I thought you wereas ‘nice 
as you could be before I went away, but I 
believe you've improved, Tnere’s not a Canadian 
girl to come up to you—and they are considered 


“ You have 


i charming in thelr way. Toank goodness 


ve got you for a few moments to myself! but I 
suppose that odjons boy, Macdonald, will be 
popping in upon us presently.” 

* No, he’s awsy from heme,” and Sibel aub- 
sided into a chair, considering that she waa less 
secessible there than on a sofa ; bat Major Lush- 
ington was not easily rebuffed. He took another 
chalr, and drew it clove to hers, running his arm 
along the back of {t behind her head, 

‘*Toank the Lord for all his mercies!” he ex- 
claimed joyfally, “Ob, my darling, you don’t 
know what it has beea to me to be without you 
for all thege year?,” he added, after a pause, as 
hia eyes dwelt lovingly on her small pale face. 
© To look ab you, Gne might really believe that 
you had been pining ; but that’s not likely, ts 
is? Have you given a thought to me, or wanted 
me back }” 

“Certainly nob,” trylug to speak playfaily. 
“You chore to go away, so of course I didn't 
mind.” 


"To wasn’t & case of choice,” h's faca chang- 
fog. * I've been unlucky from beginning to end ; 
but the lack’s changing now. When I’ve got you 
for my own little wife, I chall grumble at 
nothing !” and he stooped with the intention of 
— her, but she got wp quickly and rang the 


* What did you do that for?” he exclaimed, 
in vexation, : 

* Because I knew that you must be starving. 
Lord Wentworth sent you a thousand apologies 
for not belvg here to receive you.” 

* Do you know I’ve done very well withont 
him?” with a comical glance. 

** But he will come to you dirsotly after you 
have had your supper. Mr. Wentworth, you 
know, iz very fil.” 

“T hope you don’t think [% necessary to nurse 
him ¢” 

No aveswer, 





CHAPTER XLVIII. 
“TAKE THIS~AND FORGET!” 

. Torspay morning—and still no news of Huph. 
He might have been corresponding with bis new 
-confidant, Lord Windsor, but not a line did he 
send to ‘The Chestnuts,’’ and Sibel was nearly 
worn ont with this new anxiety, That some- 
thing had happened to bim «ha felt quite sure; 
and was eurprised that nelther Lord Wentworth 
nor hia eon seemed to participate In her fears. 

The Forresters were to arrive at the Court on 
Wednesday afternoon ; and there was to be a 
dinner party in the evening, to which both she 
and Lord Wentworth had been invited, bat had 
declined to go, Msjor Lushington would sleep 
in town, and come down the next morning with 
bis best man—Ceptatn Everard. - 





The bridesmaids were Rose» Forrester, two 








courics of Major Lushington’s—the Ladlss 
Daphne and Mrosotis Lushington, daughters of 
the Earl of Wyndham, and Lady Alice Pon- 
aouby, a small niece of Lady Windsor’s, to whom 
Sibel had taken a great fancy, 

As most of them were pretty, 1b was expected 
that they would look very rice. 

Msjor Lushington was to bring down the 
bridal bouquet, and emali pearl brooches also, in 
the shape of astar for the bridesmaids bonnet- 
strings, 

Everyone prayed for fine weather, as the whole 
effect of the wedding-drevees would be spollt b> 
a drab-coloured day, and Roze Forrester prayed 
for something more, on which her whole happl- 
nees depended, If she had known that at thas 
roment’, whilst ehe was sighing and thinking 
there was no chance, Lord Windsor and her owa 
brother were chuckling over a telegram from 
Hugh Macdonald, fa which he said he should be 
at the Chestnuts the next day without fall, she 
might have had more faith ia her prayers, 

Lady Windsor drove over on Wednesday to sea 
{f there were no hope of persvading Sibel to oin 
their party, but she found that they had been ap 
the whole night with Dudley, as a fresh accession 
of fever had tried his strength to the uttermost. 
He was still so ill that nothing would tndacs 
Lord Wentworth to leave him, and §:bei sald ehe 
did not dare to leave the houte. 

“Dear, dear, this is most annoylnog, Vay 
atrange these constant relapses | He was so much 
better yesterday Windsor told me, Did anything 
occur toupzet him?” with o curions look into 
the Mttle -face which had grown co pale during 
the last few weaker. 

**He sent for Msjor Lushiogton, and had a 
long talk with him,” fluehlug deeply. 

"They had a quarrel, my dear, depend ca it 
‘What a pity! It was too late io the day to do 
avy good, and {i might have killed Dadley, How 
did the Major look when he came out ” 

“ Ay white as this,” touching her handkerchfe?, 
“and in a farious passion, Bat he told mo 
nothing, so I don't know what ft was about. It 
{fs rather bard for him, bub everyone seems act 
against him.” 

** Those who carry off acoveted prize,” tapping 
her cheek affectionately, “must expect to be 
hated. Good-bye, I musn’h wait another 
moment. It was rather a joke the Major aekiog 
my poor boy to be his best man, but I suppose he 
didn’t know. Mind you blush like that to- 
morrow ; it {s very becoming. Shall I send over 
the bridesmafda to assist at your toilette? I 
belleve that Is the correct thing,” 

"Oh, no!” crled Sibel, in a fright, “ please 
don’t!” 

“Yon queer little thing, Ihave a great mfad 
to come and dress you myself!’ 

“That would be different; bat a heap of 


-strangers!" throwlpg up ber hands with a 


gesture of disgust, 

** Then I shall send over Rose and her brother, 
as I feel you ought to have some of your own 
kindred with you. K-«ep up your spirits, and 
mind—not a tear,” 

With this last earnest fojacction the Countess 
took heraclf off, and Sibel went to her room, 
where her maid was waiting for fnstructions, 
Baskets of flowers, sent over from the Court, 
were standing aboub In every corner, and 
gardeners were consulting {n the middle of the 
hall round a heap of evergreens, Unsder any 
other circumstances she would have been the 
first to interest herself in the decorations ; but 
torn with conflicting anxleties and fears ehe had 
not the heart to look at a flower. 

**My dear, if it is quite convenient to you, 
Dudley wonld like to ses you for a few minutes,” 
said Lord Wentworth, shortly after dinner, 

«Oh, certainly! Shall I go now?” starting up 
from her seat, feeling that ehe could not eft there 
with an hour of expectation before her. She 
had dreaded a summons all the day, and yet her 
heart would nearly have broken with disappoint- 
ment if it had nob been given. 

Onee more she atood by the side of his bed 
her hand in his, bis large eyes fixed In vaio 
regret upon her face. He was eo weak that 
the slightest passing emoticn brought beads of 
cold perepiration to his forehead, So wesk, ao 
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waated, yet still with a noble beauty all his own, 
her heart went out to him with uaspeakable 
tenderness, and one tear after another rolled 
down her cheeks. 

" Good-bye, my little Balie!"’ the volce was 
eo hoarse and low that she could scarcely catch 
the words “I had hoped {t would be different— 
take thie, and forged me!” With fingers that 
shook so that they could scarcely perform their 
timple office he slipped a plain gold ring, with an 
enormous pearl sed print with diamonds, on to 
her third finger, then his head dropped wearlly 
on his pillow, and hie eyes closed. 

She clasped her hande in terrible agitation, 
then gave him one yearviog look of Inexpresal- 
ble longing, and stole from the room without a 
word, knowing that this was a last good-bye, Ib 
waa better so for both of them; bat, oh! how 
cruelly hard } 

Meanwhile the dinner-party at the Court was 
a very cheerful one, in spite of the absentees. 
Lady Windsor wondered at the shouts of laughter 
which proceeded from the other end of the table ; 
and sald to herself that her poor boy bore it 
much. better than she had expected. Certainly 
no one would have suspected Lord Windsor of 
low-spirite, 

Toe King of the Mashers seemed to have 
changed his nature, and, fa spite of his high 
collare, seemed to be bubbling over in a very un- 
masherly state of excitement. 

He was very attentive to Hose; and her 
mother saw with pleasure that the child’s usually 
pale cheeks were flashed, and her eyes sparkling 
as if hie attentions were fufinitely welcome, She 
could not guess that the sparkle and the blush 
were owlnog t0 a whisper from Pail as they met 
at the drawlpg-room door. 

** What sre you thinking of so deeply, Miss 
Forrester }”’ inquired his royal highness, after a 


pause. 

Rx»e looked up with a amile, 

“I was only thinklog bow strange it was to 
think that by thie time to-morrow my cousin 
would be Sibel Fitzgerald no longer.” 

Lord Windsor twinkled Instead of 
annoyed, 

"Bet you she will! What odds!” 

“TI pever bet. Papa dosen't lke ft ; but you 
know {6 fs as certain as anyching can be,”’ look- 
ing up at him with grave eyes, and not seeing 
anything to laugh at, although Phil was kicking 
her under the table. 

"Pon my life, I don’t feel sure of It!” 

‘Bat there can’s be anything to prevent 

‘ Accidents will happen—trains smash up—and 
3 bridegroo m’s head le just ae breakable as anyone 
e e's. , 

“Soll I feel quite sure of fb,” with a Ilbttle 
lavgh ; “and am quite nervous at the {dea of 
being the head bridesmald.” 

They didn’t tell me that when I refused to 
be best man,” 

‘Nor did they mention that my sister J adith 
was going to stay st home, or any fact equally 
interesting to you,” 

‘I have not the honour of Mires Forrester'’s 
acquaintance, but having seen one I am con- 
tent.” 

‘Thanke! Haviog seen one—you don’t want 
to eee another! Very flattering. 

. ne Aan adjasted bis pane of glass, and 
sO WBC 

“ Having you I don’t want anyone elee—now 
do you andersiand j"’ 

‘Not at all—you can’t geb out of it,” 
mn : don’ $ wieh to, ac long as you sre in the same 

x.’ 

aiid Forrester was not enjoplag himself so 
much as his daughter, or Lady Windsor, of 
malice prepense, would do nothing but sing his 
niece’a praises, 

“Sach a charming girl! absolute refinement, 
united with the most engaging manners, and 
emery beanty! Ip ie not oftes you meet 

with auch a perfect ensemble. I cannot tell you 
how I shail mise her ; and what will become of 
my o felend withous her, I can’t bear to 

thin 
Be will have hie son,” sald the Ganeral, 


looking 





org “ And by-and-by, I suppose, he will give 
daughter-in-law.” 

“JT am afraid our little Sibel bas ruined all 
chance of that for the present.” 

“ How do you mean, I don’t understand,” and 
he nearly choked over his champagne. 

*! My dear General Forrester, 1b Is not for me 
to tell you that your niece is quite irresistible, 
=a no man can see her without being capti- 
vated |” 

And the Countess’s eyes tively twiukled 
like her son’s, as he looked at Forrester, and 
rose from the table, 


(To be continued.) 








ALL AMONG THE HEATHER. 


—:0:— 
CHAPTER XX. 
ELFIE MAKES A RASH PROXISE, 


Wrarred in sealskin, travelling luxarfously 
with an old lady and her servant, who seemed to 
make it their business to watch over her, Elfie 
was 90 overcome with sleep that she found It 
quite impossible to keep her eyes open for any 
length of time, 

The motion of the carriage, added to the 
fatigue of the previous night, and the subsequent 
excitement she had undergone, all had a somnzo- 
lent effect upon her, and she slept uneasily, 
quite oblivious of the direc:ion In which she was 

olng. 
" om now the sixteenth of Dacember, The 
winter bade fair to be s very severe one, and 
light fiakes of anow were belog whirled about 
like so many tiny feathery, giving promise later 
on of a very heavy downfail. 

"I think we had better post on from 
Launceston without stopping more than half- 
au-hour,” sald Mrr. Penfold to Perran, as the 
train in which they were seated steamed along. 

The woman assented; she very rarely did 
more than echo the sentiments of her mistress, 

"Yoes, I think we'll go straight ahead; we 
ehan’t get any comfort ab any of the fons. Ib 
will take us four hours from the time we left 
Exeter before we reach Launceston, and when we 
get there it will take between five and six hours 
to drive to Trebartha ; bat if there fs a heavy 
fall of snow to-night, driving over auch a road 
will be next to impossible to-morrow,” 

"I don’t think you'll find it pleaeant to drive 
by Laneast and Wileey Downs to-night In a snow- 
storm,” remarked Perran, drily. 

Penfold had not thought of thie. 

So far from being pleasant such a drive would 
be well-nigh impossible, for the road at the best 
of times was wild and dreary, and with deep 
anow on the ground it would be almost impass- 
able, 

There was very little daylight left when they 
got into the train at Exeter, and it waa close upon 
nine o’clock when they entered the White Hart 
at Launceston. 

Bat this time the Nght feathery snow had 
been succeeded by large heavy flakes, which came 
down with a will, as though they were In a 
hurry, and they were so thick, and fel! so close 
together, that the whole atmosphere seemed full 
of them. 

“T euppose we can’t get any man to drive us 
to Trebartha to-night, can we!” asked Mrs. 
Penfold of the landlord, who knew her well by 
sight and reputation. 

‘Not if you were to offer a hundred pounds, 
ma'am!” was the answer, coach won't 
run to-morow, and I doubt much if you'll get 
home for some days.” 

‘*Bat I will get home to-morrow !” sald the 
lady, fo a determined tone, ‘‘or I'll know the 
reason why! We want rooms, ‘oo fires lighted 
In them, and eupper, as quick as you can. This 
young lady is not quite well. How do you feel 
now, dear!” 

This to E.fie, who was looking pale, and even 
{ll with the half-sleep in which she had indulged, 
for, not being able to rest in a comfortable 





tion, there was no real refreshment in the 
lozing condition ia which she had travelled. 
Well wrapped up though she had been 
had felt the cold, and her limbs were 
aching, and gave her pain wherever 
There was a fine fire in the sitting- 
room into which they uns Ganaed, walk on 
the chilled feeling passed awny, assisted In doing 
so no doubb by the tempting cutlets and hod 
negus which Mrs, Penfold had prescribed, 


rooms; but when they rose the next morning, 
z.. was a white world that they looked ont 


“Prise, however, had Dy regained her ueual 
vivackty and cheerfuln 

The sight of the or was positively exbilar- 
ating, and she felt such a temptation to be oud 
In it, that she laughingly suggested to Perran 
that they should go into the garden and have a 
game at snowballing. 

To her anquallified dismay, the woman who 
had been regarding her with her ueaal steady 
stare, instead of answering her In words, broke 
into a paesionate flood of tears, then, covering 
her face with her hands, she fled from the 
room. 

Elfie turned and looked blankly at Mrs, Penfold 
as she asked ,— 

** What have I sald to disturb Perran fn this 
manner }” 

“I don’t know, child ; she is a strange woman,” 
was she unrufiled anewer, 

“ Perhaps it was aaiily suggestion,” pursved 
Elfie; *‘ but there wae nothing onkind in {t, 
and J feel as thovgh quicksilver were runniog 
through my veins, and ae if I should dearly like 
& good run in the snow.” 

"You had better put on your things and go 
for a run then,” said the old lady, stolidly 
* but yon will soon have enough of {b, the cold. le 
intense, As for Perran, you muan’t take the 
least notice of her; she’s very odd, and doesn’ s 
seem quite right at times,” 

Then Mrs. Penfold took up a pen, and 
opening a blotting-book, began to jot np figures 
and lok up some accounts; and E:fie, taking 
thie as a hint that her company could be 
dispensed with, went to dress herself for her 
waik. 

* [suppose I am not likely to lose myself,” 
she remarked, as she came Into the sltting-room, 
looking like » young princess in her rich furs, and 
with a beauty of countenance that many a queen 
might have envied. 

Mre. Penfold herself looked at her strangely, 
but she recovered herself quickly as she 
replied,— 

“No, you are not likely to lose yourself, but 
don't stay long. Ihave made up my mind to 
get to Trebartha before night comes op, let the 
landlord of this place say what he likes about the 
horses and the road,” 

E fie promised to be back soon, and went out, 
nod venturing to make a plea for the horses, 
knowing the old lady far too well to suppose 
ia would have any other effect than to make 
her mors determined than ever to have her own 
way. 

In a few minates E. fie had forgotten Mrs, Pen- 
fold and Perran as she walked throug! the streets 
of the picturesque little towr, which now wore a 
very quaint appearance, by reason of the snow, 
which had been drifted Into grotesque shapes in 
some places, leaving other spots bare, and look- 
{ng so!t and shining, liked powdered sugar in the 
clear frosty alr. 

The castle, which rises on a rock, and com- 
mands the town, had the appearance of a benefi- 
centgiant with the morning sunlight gleaming 
on his garb of snow, and E-fie, who had come 
ae to be pleased, was delighted with all she 


She had up a local guide in the inn, 
and would have been glad to explore the town, 
and to visit all the places of Interest described 
therein, but this could nob be done at present, 
and promising herself that pleasure on @ 
fature occasion, she reluctantly retraced her 
steps, 

Kestead at the White Hart, she observed 
for the first time -the fine Norman doorwey 
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phat bad been brought from the Priory, and, 
on entering the house, she found Mrs, Penfold 
oriamphant. 

A carriage and a pair of strong horses were to 
he ready in half-an-hour, and the mistress of 
Tcebarths had ordered a plentiful eupply of 
sandwiches and some sherry-and-water to be 
packed for their refreshment on the way. 

From what she had heard of the country they 
would have to drive throngh, E\fie had some 
grave doubts about the wisdom of this step, 
but she forbore to give expression to her 

, and after a very early luncheon bhe 

party set off on the most tedious part of their 
wy rmey. 
. For the first few miles Elfie was interested In 
looking owt of the carriage window, but after a 
time, the white robe that was over everything 
became monotonous, and she was glad to lean 
back In the corner of her carriage and close 
her eyes, which ached with the glare of the 
snow, 

The horses found the roade rough and heavy, 
and they were obliged to stay for some time at 
Camelford, and to make another long halt at 

rid , 80 that ib wae long after nightfall 
the carriage, drawn by weary eteede, tolled 
up the last steep hill and entered the wide gates 
of Trebartha Castle, 

What the place was like E'fie could not tell 
in the darkness, and she was too weary to look 
about her. 

80 she followed Mra, Penfold inte a spacious 
hall, in which men In armour seemed to be 
standing against the wall while bows and arrows, 
swords and spears, , and a couple of 

ttered flags reminded her of a vieib which she 

to the Tower of London, accom- 
panied by one of the governesses at the echool 

of her fellow-pupile. 

Crossing this hall the mistrese of Trebartha 
led the way Into a small room, where a large fire 
was burning, and where the shaded lamps threw 
mellow Hight upon the handsome, heavy far- 
niture, and the well-epread tatie that was awalt- 


ing them. 
For Mrs. Penfold had despatched a mounted 
essenger before she started from Launceston 
with a letter to her house steward, and conse- 
Ss oe to prepare for her 


“Tam too tired to leave my room again ff I 
once go into ft,” remarked the mistress of the 
house, as she allowed Perran to take off her 
bonnet and cloak ; ‘‘ but you can do as yon like, 
Misa Heath. I will give you ten minutes If you 
like to go to your room, [I shall begin dinner 
then, whether you are here or not.” 

“Thank you ; I should like to bathe my face 

was ~~ end 5 inn will be 

won’ you wa “wy 

“I shan’s wait,” was the characterlatic reply. 
wae getting used to the old lady's 
She come to the conclusion that Mrs. 
Penfold’s bark was woree than her bite. How 
far this was from being the case time alone could 
teach her, 

A bell was nee a country girl about her 
own age answered fb promptly. 

“Take Miss Heath to her room, Tamzsn,” sald 
the mistress of the castle, ‘and whenever she 
rings her bell it will be your duty to answer It,” 

The girl bent her head, and seem pleased at 
the new duty imposed upon her; then she led 
the way up a wide oak staircase, and along a 
curfous corridor to a door, which she opened, 
going fret into a large, well-furnished room, 
— warm and cosy in the fitfal fire- 

Tamzen had brought a lamp with her, and 
this she placed upon a table. 

Then she volunteered to fetch hot water, and 
on her return she remarked,— 

“ Tl walt ontelde the room, mies, to take you 
back ; you mayn’t find your way at first in this 
strange place,” 

Elfie thanked her, 

She liked the face of the Cornish handmaiden, 
who, by no means beautiful, had the fresh come- 
Uness and gentle, frank manners pecullar to Ler 
clase In har county. 


cy 





When Elfie opened the door and stepped ont 
the room, having divested herself cf her fur 
acket and other wraps, she was not a libtle sar- 
prised to see Tamzen fali back a step or two, 
th a modified form of the same kfod of sur. 
, not to say terror, which both Mrs. Penfold 
Perran exhibited when they first saw 


What fs the matter? Why do you look at 
me in such a manner!’ she asked, now with 


unconscious im usness, 
“T was tclebtened, miss, for you look aa if 


yon’d walked out of a picture-frame,” replied 
the girl, hurriedly; ‘‘but ‘twas a mistake I 
made. You're flesh and blood as much as I am, 
ain’t you, miss?” 

**T hope so,” was the slightly impatient reply. 

She bad epemed to be on the brink of a more 
or less important discovery, and then to be told 
that she looked as though she had walked ont of 
a picture-frame, was, to say the least, very dils- 


ap 
Pho gitks next remark, however, was equally 
—. for she seemed to shrink a little as she 


> 


Fhit 


** You hope so, miss; aren't you sure!” 

“Sare of what!” asked Eifie, who had for- 
gotten the form of the girl’s remark, 

“Why, sure that you are fiesh and blood, 
miss, like other folks!” questioned Tamzen, 


y: 

‘‘Of course I am! What rubbish you are 
talking, and Mrs. Penfold will be walting dinner 
for me,” 

Whereupon Tamzen led the way to the room 
where the mistress of the castle was jaet going 
to begin her repast. 

“I didn’s wait, you eee,” observed the old 
lady, when the girl took the vacant chair placed 
for her ; ‘‘ though ten minutes wasn’t long to 


give 

“No; mom if you consider the distance 

between this room and mine, But I am glad you 

did nob wait ; you must foel very tired after your 
drive,” responded the girl. 

“Tam tired,” was the answer. . 

Then, a few seconds afterwards, she asked, 
with her usual abruptoces,— 

" How do you like your room {”’ 

"TI bad scarcely time to look at {t,” replied 
E fie, quietly ; “but 1b seemed large and com- 
fortable. Do any of the windows command « 
view of the sea?” 

"Yes, sea and land too,” returned the mistress 
of Trebartha, with a slight expression of an- 
2 . “Tt fe one of the finest bedroome in 
a as good as mine that fs next 
to *.”” 

“Oh! Tam glad it is near yours,” responded 
Elfe, . **I shall feel so mach mors com- 
— ff I know that yon are not far from 
me ’ 

Her smile and her fogenuotis ways 
gave o warmth to this speech of which che was 
unconscious, and Mrs. Penfold’s yellow cheek 
slightly finshed, and a softened expression came 
over her wooden face, making it for the moment 
haman. 

She ubtered no remark at the moment, how- 
ever, and the two men who waited upon them 
moved about nolselessly, and handed one dish 
after another after the manner of exceptionally 
well-trained servants, 

Dianer lasted » long while, thongh there were 
only two at table, but it was evidently the 
custom at Trebartha for a great many diehes to 
prepared for the table of the mistrees, even 
though of them were sent away antasted, 

When servants bad left the room Mra, 
enfold her chair to the fire, and with a 
ate of purple grapes on her lap, and a 
glass of port on a small table by her side, 

to Elfie to follow her example by 

low chair opposite her. 
She was very tired, and the long, monotonous 
her in » while the 
shrieked round the battle- 
ing made her give occasional little 
was cold, but she though) 
of what her condition might have been had she 
been outeide, tustead of inside, Trebartha Castle, 
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But above tho ebrieking of the wind she 
thought she could dfecern another sound, and 
she a0 length asked, curiously,-— 

** Are we far from the seat 
the sound of the waves.’ 

** Probably you do, as they break ab the foot 
of the Castle,” was the laconic answer, 

‘Do they tndeed! ‘Tost fs a surprise for 
me.” 

"There are a good many surprises for you In 
this piace,” was Mrs, Penfold’s next remark ; 
"but before you meet them I want you to make 
me @ proralse.” 

‘What is {t}” asked Eifie, with jastifiable 
suspicion, 

“T want you to promise that whatever happens 
you wilf not leave secretly and without eaytng 

-bye, as you left Monkehill.”’ 

“T don’t think your last remark 9 fair one,” 
returned Eifie, rousing herself. ‘I left Monke- 
hill as I did to save Miss Birch as well as myeelf 
the pala of parting. The decision that we must 
part wac herr, not mine, and I could do nothing 
bat comply.” 

**I don’t blame you, don’t think {6,"’ sald her 
companion, promptly ; “but that kind of thing 
cannot happen here, and I want you to give me 
your word of honour that you will not leave Tre- 
bartha without my knowledge.” And, after a 
pause, she added, “nor without my consent,” 

Elfe laughed, though, had ehe realieed {t, there 
was very little to laugh abont. 

Then she said,.— 

"T will promise you half of what you ask. [ 
will not leave Trebartha intentionaily und for 
good without your knowledge, but I won't 
promise to walt for your consent.” 

“Very well!” 

And the mletress of Trobartha gave her 
shoulders a shrog, which meant ® very great 
deal ; then she added,— 

"Laccept your word. I know you will keep 
it}” 


I fancy I hear 


ee 


CHAPTER XXI, 
A MORNING AT TREBARTHA. 


Ecriz had experienced eo many changes during 
the last few months, and bad met with so much 
to pain and surprise her, that when she opened 
her eyez at Trebartha Castle the morning 
after her arrival, she wondered ely and 
drowally whether she wae really a or only 
dreaming. 

She had disappointed Mre, Penfold the previous 
night by enyiug that her room was comfortable 
enough; now she found that it might more 

be termed cent. 

The shape and properties of the room were 
striking, 

Not only was it exceedingly large, but one end 
of {tb was rounded outwards, end three windows, 
with more stonework than glass about them, 
filled thie side of the apartment. Although a 
large fire had been made up when che went to 

ft bad long since burned out, and the 
room felt very cold ; #0 cold, indeed, that fs 
required some resolution to spring up and dress 
herself. 

“I miss my early cup of tea that I used to 
get at Monkehill,” she thought, with a little 
sigh ; and I don’t like to order {b here, lest 
they should think I am giving unnecessary 
trouble,” 

But as the thonght passed through her mind 
she heard a Weht tap at her door, and on 
opening it, she found Tamzen standing 
with a tray In her hand, apon which was 
a large cup of tea and a thin slice of bread-and- 
butter. 

“Oh! that fs what I was just wishing for,” 
Elfie said, impulsively; and lil have some 
hot water to wash Ip, please—I feel balf 
frozen !”’ 

“Do you now, dear! I'll light the fire. 
It’s fine and cold this morning; it’s a hard 
frost, and the snow won't melt, There, now, 
that ‘all burn; and I'll bring you the 
hot water, It's se manch as you'll do to keep 
warm to-day!" 

E\fie smiled. It waa not the first time she 
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had been addressed as “dear” tince her brief 
zojourn fo Cornwall, and she was beginning 
to observe that ib wae the ordinary way 
of speaking when people meant to be kind 
to her, 

As eoon as she was dressed she \ent to the 
windows, drew up the blinds, and there stood 
lost in wonder, not unmixed with awe, at the 
— grandeur of sea and land which lay before 

er. 

She stood here so long, and she was 80 
lost in bewilderment at the strange feeling that 
filled her heart, that she forgot the fight of 


time, 

She did not hear the door open, nor a voice 
call her the name under which she was here 
koown by, and it was not until » hand was laid 
vpon her arm that she turned and met the face 
of Mrs, Penfold, who was looking at her with 
gravely scrutinialng eyes. 

Eifie did not start, she did nob appear sur- 
prised ; she was rather like a person In a state of 
clairvoyarnc3, who, with eyes open, seemed rather 
to be looking inward and reading what was 
written on her own brain than to take notice of 
what was passing on around her, 

"Mise Heath, what is the matter with you t” 
asked Mrs, Penfold, a little anxfously. 

“T seem to have seen {t all before,” replied 
the girl, cloelog her eyes tightly, as though the 
more clearly to recall some vegue and far away 
menory. 

Mrs. Penfoid’s countenance slightly changed, 
bud she eald, in a matter-of-fact tone,— 

‘You probably have seen the same view, 
though from another point before now. Scores 
of tonriate come to Cornwall every year, and 
artiste swarm over the place, till they must have 
carried away every rock and fern and bli of lichen 
on vanvas,” 

"No, it fsn’t that; I fcel thas I have really 
baen here, It fen’t that ET have seen pictures of 
this view ; no, it {s something far back fa my life 
like a nursery song. But it must be a mistake 
on my part, The place where I was found by 
the side of a dead woman was far away from here, 
and I cannot say that I have a distincsh memory 
— that event, and I can remember nothing before 

=f 


"You were found by the side of a dead 
woman?” repeats Mrs, Penfold, and her lips be- 
came parched, and her tongue seems to cleave to 
the roof of her mouth. 

“ Yea,” ts the absently-uttered reply, 

‘Where 1’ asks the elder lady. 

"Onc the Shirley Hille, fn Surrey,’ anewered 
E fis, as though she were ander the influence of 
the mesmerist. 

* The woman, you say, was dead?” contianed 
Mrs, Penfoid, with seeming calmness. ‘* Were 
there any papers, or money, or ornaments found 
upon her 1” 

"' I don’t know,” was the etill dreamy reply ; 
'' but there could not have been, becsues they 
would have gent me to the Union if ithe kind 
gentleman who found me had act taken mea 
to bis own home, and adopted me aa bis own 
child,” 

"And you know nothicg more about the 
woman who died when you were with her?” 
questioned the mistresa of Trebartha, 
anxlously, 

“No,” replied Eifie, with a sigh; “except that 
she was old—old enough to be my grandmother, 
I have been told,” 

* And you remember nothing of her yourself?” 
asked her companion. 

Bat the girl shook her head, breathed a deap 
elgh, and then roused herself as though from an 
unnatural sleep, 

“Tcannot imagine what has come over me,” 
she said, a few seconds afterwards, in her psual 
tone. “ This place gives me such strange fancies 
and feelings ; but you want your breakfast, Mra, 
nn and I have been keeping yon here in the 
cold,’ 

“Tam never kept by anyone where I don’s 
want bo stay,” was the somewhat ungracious 
answer ; *' but, come slong ; you are hungry no 
doubt ; young people always are hungry.” 

Then sha ied the wsy from the reom, feeling 





well assured that she would learn nothing more 
at present about E fie’s early days, 

Breakfast was served in the same room ip 
which they had dined the previous night, and 
the young lady, from where she sat, could look 
out of the windows. 

Bat they commanded no extensive view like 
those of her bedroom, They were on another 
side of the Castle, and had only before them a 
walled garden, now completely covered with 
snow. 

Thies garden in tempestuous weather was the 
only place in which the Inmates of the Castle 
could teke exercles, for on two sides of the wall 
there was a covered promenade, on which were 
always to be found a few rough garden chairs. 

The two ladies ate thelr breakfast almost in 
silercs, They had both of them mmch to think 
about ; and the large fire made the room warm 
and enjoyable, 

When she had finished, Mra. Penfold took a 
seat by the fire, and advised Eifie to follow her 
example, 

“JT hope you won't fud this room as stuffy as 
Mrs. Maltby’s study,” said the old lady, with a 
smile; “ but if you do, there fs the reet of the 
Castle open to you, thongh I am afrajd some 
parte of ib will be unpleazantly cold.” 

"I think this room {is very cosy,’ returned 
Eifie ; * but we don’t get a view of the sea from 
fv,” she added, regretfully, and I confees that 
the restless water has a fascication for me.” 

“We ged quite enough of the sen at T're- 
barths, my dear, as you will find before the 
winter {fs over,” replied the cld lady, with a 
bareh laugh ; ‘‘and as for the wind, it is often 
so strong that you can’t stand sgainat it, and in 
a storm you will be iaclined to fear that the 
Cas’ la is going to tumble about your ears.” 

Elfie laughed, for this kind of thing was quite 
outside her experience, and she would at the 
present moment have infinitely preferred roam- 
ing abou and exploring the Castle and nefgh- 
bourhood to sitting in thie room, with nothing 
more romantic in her Immediate surroundings 
then if she had been living in London, 

“ What are you golug to do with yourself (o- 
day!” asked Mrs, Penfold, after awhtle.”’ 

‘* That will depend upon you,” replied E:fie. 

“ What would you like me to do?” 

“Anythiog thad pleases yoursel’,” was the 
answer, 

‘* Have you any letters for ms to write!” 
asked Eifie. 

‘*No, I don't favour my frienda with many 
letters, and what they do get I write myself.” 

' Ts there any sewlog that you would like me 
to do?” was the more hesitating question, 

‘There are plenty of fingers to sew without 
yours or mine troubling themselves,” responded 
Mra, Penfold, sharpiy, ‘ Perran works for me; 
Tamzen wili sew for you, she will look after 
your wardrobe, too; you only have to amure 
yourself, and sometimes to amuve me,” 

"How shall I amuse you this morning!” 
asked Eifie, trying to emile and to speak slightly. 

“By taking care of yourself?” was the 
anewer. 

‘tT don’t feel inclined to move from here for 
awhile, and then 1 have a good many thinga to 
attend to; but you can go for a walk, or geb a 
book from the llorary, only teke care of yourself 
if you go out, We are abous four hundred fest 
above the «9a, and you wouldn't be worth puil- 
ing out if you were blown into it. Until you 
know the locaifty I think you had better take 
Tamzen with you,” 

But Elfie was inclined to take her first walk 
alone, and she sald as much; then she went off 
to her own room to dregs for ib, 

It was not until she got out of Trebartha 
Castle that she realised what a fine battlemented 
etructare the building really waa, And now she 
saw that only one wing was in general use, 
thcugh the part which was closed up did not 
show any signs of decay. 

“TI sappoze the Penfolds were people of im- 
portance in their day,” she thought, as she 
began to descend the steep carriage drive by 
which they had arrived on the previous night ; 
“ bat I am deplorably Ignorant of the history of 
thiz part of the world, My object now is to get 





to — and cerialniy this road does nob lead 
to ft,’ 

She paneed, looked about her, unconscious that 
& servant had been deputed to follow her to warn 
her of danger; and perceiving an opening in the 
atone “* hedges,” as they are here called, which 
looked like a narrow lane leading back in the 
direction of the castle, though not close to It, che 
took the turning and walked on, until the wind- 
ing path brought her to the edge ofa cliff. 

Tavoluntarily an exclamation of delight, not 
unmixed with fear, escaped her, for she looked 
upon a scene which she might have searched the 
world in vain to rival. 

Twenty miles of cliff, a hundred of rolling 
water, & score or more of bays, each with their 
own golden sands and gleaming promontory, 4/! 
lay stretched before her; and she, giddy with 
the sight, and realising more vividly than when 
she was in the castle the immense height of the 
cliffs on which she stood, leaned her arms 
upon the stone hedge, and bent her head in 
humble and mute admiration of the great 
Creator. 

The stone hedges In Cornwall have rarely or 
never apy mortar or cement in them. 

As a rule, they are unhewn blocks of cand- 
stone, slate, serpentine, granite, or conglomerate, 
according to the geological formation of the 
immediate locality ; and these, with Wittie 
regard toelz9, are piled one upon another, until 
s wall the required height, and some two or 
three feet wide, is made; loose earth is then 
thrown over the whole, and natute does the 
rest, 

The rain comer, and the frost, and the snow, 
and the seasons change; the stones stand by 
their owa weight, the once loose earth, and the 
weeds and graeses that spring up, bind them 
together, and so long as the land upon which 
they are built does not give way, they may remoia 
here, and be used as paths, as well ag fences, for 


*eeat the land on this fron-bound const is always 
being worn away. 

No matter how bold a front the cliffs may 
present, no matter how stubbornly they resist 
the inroad of their enemy, century by century 
finds some change, though ft be but the change 
of a few inches, or a few feet, and so the work 
goes on, 

This stone wall, against which Eifie waa lean- 
log, was not the firet of the kind that had 
been bailt round the seaward side of Tretartha 


Casile, 

The cliff had been slowly but surely worv 
away, as its base had cunk like a huge monster 
falling upon {ts own knees, and all that was super- 
incumbent had sunk with {t, One of these stone 
hedges had disappeared into the séa ; © the second 
was now totterlug on the very verge of the 
precipice, some portion of {t being already gore, 
while the in field was so as BO be 

ractically useless to man or beast, and this third 

edge been built some twenty years ago as 8 
necessary precaution for the coastguards, one of 
whem was usually to be found In the nelgbour- 
hood of Trebartha. 

The atones of the hedge muat have previously 
felt a great downward attraction, for E fie wae 
net leaning heavily againss them} bud ehe 
suddenly felt as though she were eliding forward, 
and the instinct of self-preservation made her 
fling herself backwards, just as the big stoner 
tumbled one after anothor down the ateep slope 
to the wall still hanging over the abyss, a portion 
of which in thelr mad career they carried into the 
sea with them, 

“That was & narrow sscape, mies,” sald the 
man who followed her, 

‘Ib was indeed,” gasped the girl, still pale 
with terror, “ Does this kind of thing often 
happen ?” ehe asked, nervously. 

"Not often, miss, This wall has stood for 
twenty years, but it’s bound to go just as 
Trebartha herself is bound to go, sooner or 
later.” 

He looked affectionately at the castle as he 

ke, as though he had an affection for the very 


spo 
atonee of which {6 was built, 

Eifle had ina measure recovered from her 
Something in the old man’s 


fright by this time. 
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voloe and manner Interested her, and she felt 
curfous to azk a few questions which It was 
probable he could answer. 

“What is the name of that patch of yellow 
eand down there?” she asked, pointing to what 
locked like « tiny bay. 

* That is Trebartha Stepa,” he replied, 

She repeated the name, wonderingly. 

**I goes by that name because it used to be 
got at by steps,” he volunteered; "but there's 
another way round that is easier to get by, and 
there’s wonderful caves down there, some that go 
nobody knowa where. ‘Tis a wonderful place fs 
Trebartha Steps, butt won't do for you to go 
there alone, rmofss,” 

“No, I don’t think {6 will,” replled Eifie, with 
a smile, “Indeed, I think this one adventure 
has been quite sufficlent for thie morning.” 

Then she thanked him for the fnforraation he 
_ given her, and she retraced her steps to the 
castle, 

She went direct to her own room, atill feeling 
wreatly unnerved by the falling awsy of a portion 
ofthe wall upon which ehe had been leaning. 

the memory of the cliffs, and of the 
ramense hefght above the sen at which she was 
tiving, exercized an almost palnfal iafluence over 
her; while that strange, haunting feellog that 
ehe had expressed to Mrs, Penfold of having seen 
fo all before In some former phase of existence 
grew stronger Instead of weaker, as ehe saw more 
of Teebartha. v, 

“*T won't give way to this,” she asid to herself 
resolutely, as she turned from the window and 
took off her hat, “If [ stand looking over the 
cliffs ke this I shall at laet fiad their influence 
too t for my powers of resistance, and shall 
end by flinging myself over them, No, I'll go to 
the library and get & stirring novel, and forget 
my own perplexities fo roading abont thore of 
other » Ah, me! I wonder what Lionel 
Denison Is thinkfng of |” 

Her thoughts were stil! full of the high cliffs, 
and of the guardian who had not recognised her ; 
and she left the room and walked down a corrl- 
dor to the door which had been polnted out to 
her as leading into the library, 

She had every reason to suppose that Mre. 
Penfold was still in the room fn which they had 
had breakfast 


And without having been exactly told: so she 
quite understocd that, besides the mistress of 
the castle and herself, there were only servants 
in the place. 

So she opened the door and walked into a large 
though not too well-lighted room, the walla of 
which were covered with shelves and oases filled 
with books, with the exception of two large 
panels between three windows, apon which hung 
two life-size portralts fa ofl. 

If Elfie’s mind hed not been so completely 
occupied, ehe would have looked about the room 
with more curiosity than she now showed, and 
she would have perhaps have wondered to see a 
large fire burning in the grate, 

But this did not occur to her, 

The cliffs still exercised a fascInation for her. 
She remembered how the big stones had bounded 
down the steep incline till the sound of their fall 
was load to her etraining ear, and ehe now walked 
8 t to one of the windows to look ont, and 
see if from here she could get a view of the spot, 

“ Miss Heath |” : 

The voice was the voice of a man—a voices, too, 
which at one time she had known but too well, 
and with a start of anger, rather than of fear, 
she turns and meeta the humble, but tmpas- 
sloned gsze of Clarence Maltby. 

"Miss Heath, forgive me; let us be friends,” 
he says, with seeming contrition, and he holds 
out bis hand, not aggressively, but as one ein- 
csrely for pardon. 

Ib fe not in Elfie’s heart to be really hard and 
u forgiving to anyone, but her womanly instinct 
auc maiden saty warn her to beware of 
Mer and ng a turning oe without 

t & word w & volan 
“— gC: her, ' dn " 

seer own face and her own figure 
before her, not reflected in a looking-glass, but 
seeming to be walking out of a picture frame ; 
and some of the eame terror that had seized Mre. 





Penfold and Perran when they first met her In 
London came over herself now, and though she 
did not faint she shrank from the portrait with 
absolate fear, for It seemed to her excited imagt- 
nation that she was actually looking upon her 
own double, 





CHAPTER XXU, 
LIONEL MARES A DISGOVERY. 


Waen Charile Birch woke the morning after 
the ball, and remembered what she had said to 
Elfie, she felt thoroughly ashamed of herself. 
Never fn her life had she 20 completely loat her 


temper, ad 

The loss of dignity involved in quarrelling 
with a gir), and threatenicg to turn her cut of 
her houee because the man whom she herself 
loved had proposed honourable marriage to her, 
was very great, Indeed; and ib was increased 
rather than lessened by the fach that the 
girl had refased the offer of the man fin question, 

“TI shail be lavghed at and sneered at by 
everybody who bears of my insane conduct,” she 
reflected, miserably; ‘‘Iehall become a byword 
to the whols county if E fis goes away now. No, 
she musi not go, I can never again love her as I 
have loved her, that is not ible, though the 
fault is none of hers; but I must tolerate her 
antil this affair has blown over; and I may get 
her married to young Carew or to that man with 
whom she taiked and danced 20 much Jast night. 
And now I must eat some very unpalatable 
humble pie, or my lady will take herself off, for 
she fs as proud ae Lucifer. 

After thie she made an effort to rise, but her 
limbs ached, partly with fatigus, but principally 
froma bad cold which she had caught {n comirg 
home the previous night. 

Theo she yawned, for she had not slept well ; 
her conscience had been too uneasy for that, and 
the aching pain that gnawed her heart told her 
only too rathlessly that even though Harry 
Kingswood cared nothing for her she cared far 
too mach for him, 

We are never fo a hurry to begin a task that 
{s distinctly disagreeable, 

Charlie told herself that sabe must get up and 
must say something apologetic to Elfie before 
breakfast, but her reluctance to do either was so 
great thas fb was more than an hour after she 
resolved to do so before she began to act upon 
her resolution. 

Then she rang for her bath to be got ready, 
and she was slow in dreasing, so that Ib waa 
not far from midday before she slowly made her 
way to the room which Evile had hitherto 
oceupled, 

She did not know what to say or how to begin 
her apologetic discourses, for she did not wish 
to confess herself altogether fn the wrong, and 
she had no manuer of doubt that E:fle was 
jastly indignant st the manner In which she 
= been, assailed, and had received notice to 
guilt, 

*I suppoze I should have been very angry if [ 
had been in her place,’ thought Charile, as she 
tapped at the bedroom door; “indeed, I know I 
should. Of course, I bave bean wrong, and I 
may 33 well say so frankly, and ask her to for- 
give me,” 

Then she knocked agsis, and receiving no 
answer, opened the door. 

Tae room was empty of living occupant. True, 
the bed had been elept in, and the tray, with a 
eup, saucer, and plate on fb, showed that Elfie, 
like herself, had had early tea. 

Bab the appearance of two large trunks, 
focked and addressed, though nob corded, told 
the young mistress of Monksh{ll that che was 
going to be taken at her word, and that E fie 
had made every preparation for leaving the 
hone, 

‘She is waiting downstaira for me, I suppose,” 
she sighed. “I almost wish she would go with- 
out saying a word. I never in my life felt so 
small and contemptible as I do now.” 

This state of feeling was so unlike Charlie's 
normal condition that it would not long continue, 
and ehe roused herself and went to seek the 
{njured girl, {otending to say a few words of 





apology and to treat the whole affair ss a bit of 
bad temper on her own part, occaeloned by over- 
fatigue. 

Oa reaching the hall her eyes involuntarily 
glanced at the table, upon which letiers and 
cards were often left, and in another moment ehe 
held Elfie’s parting vote In her hand, 

Her hastily. uttered wich was gratified—there 
would be no painful ecene, no aupleasant leave- 
taking ; Eifie was gone, and the tone of the letter 
she had left behind showed Charlle how harshly 
she felt she Lad been treated, 

“ And sha has gone without any money?” was 
Charlie's firat thought. 

“She has gone to Isolt Greatrex,”’ was her 
second, **and she will tell ber how I have filnused 
her, aud she will exclte her sympathy, and pro- 
bably end by becomiug her stepmother. But, no, 
it is unjust of me to say that. Eifie fs not mer- 
cenary, and in this matter I have not behaved 
well to ber,’’ 

Shs went into the breakfast-room and took 
her seat at the head of the table, but she waa 
alone, 

Mre. Ridgeway had eent an apology for her 
absence, She had caught a severe cold at the 
ball, aad was afraid ehe would have to send 
for the doctor, sv Charlie was left to entertain 
herself, 

Her first {mpulse had been to order Eifie’s 
boxes to be sent off without delay to London, aad 
to take no further notice of the letter, beyond 
sending a cheque for the salary dus, 

Bat kinder feelings soon asserted themselves. 
She wes patural'y juat and generous, 

In her heart abe was fond of Elfie, and 
though this feelog was rather kept in the back- 
ground at present ib bad iis influence on her 
fatare conduct. 

It was not, however, till late in the afternoon 
that she resolved to telegraph to Wifie, saying 
there had been a great misunderstanding, and 
asking her to return, 

A letier would have reached Palace Gardens 
almost} as soon as this telegram, because ao 
groom had to ride to Tiverton with {b before fb 
could be gent; but Charlfe was fn no bomour 
to write @* letter, and ehe fancied also that ft 
would not meet with the sams prompt atten- 
tion, for she had ordered the groom to pay for a 
reply. 

No reply came, but this was not wonderfal, 

There would be aure to be one the next 
day, however, aud Charile slept soundly tha 
night, feeling that she had done all that 
could be expected of her to atone for ber hasty 
words, 

The snow which Eifie had first observed as ehe 
was on the way to Cornwall had not been partial, 
and it had coms down so heavily in the nejgh- 
bourhood of Monkshill that Charlie, when she 
looked through her window the nex! morning 


| felt sare that E:\fie would nob travel from London 


that day. 

Mrs. Ridgeway etill kept her bed, and 
Charlie waa nog only thrown on her own re 
sources, bab had no one ad ali to whom she 
could freely express the thoughte that were fp 
her miod, 

Considering the state of the weather she was 
not a little eurprized In the afternoon to see a 
carriage drive up to the house, and two geatle- 
men alighs. 

There were two, she knew, but she had only 
eyes for one, 

Sbe felt very angry with him. It would 
have been a great relief to her feelings to have 
been able to fling one of the sofa cushions at his 
head ; but she would not under any consideration 
have declined to see the culprit. 

Pride slone would bave kept her from doing 
that, and In her heart there was etfll the hope 
that Harry Kingswood would yet learn to love 
her. 

Learn! There was no learning needed, she 
assured herseli—he loved her, She was con- 
vinced before Elfie came in his way that he loved 
ber, and now she was gone he would surely return 
to hia firat love, ‘ 

A very pretty way of putting the matter, 
though its accuracy might well be doubted ; bud 
Caarlife’s love was stronger than her pride, and 





: 
é 
4 


oe ee Ee) 


WSIS ee 


we 


ee ee ee ee en Be 


DLE RET Oa es LP ree a” Patt RIT, a 
. te” 28) TT OL OR PN RA A I Be A BR Re YOR YUKO et POE 2 ei ae Mo “er = le ee Dee ae, Be ae 





Ve 
. 





. 


a 


382 





THE LUNDON READER. Jan. 18, 5£00, 








she would not refuse Harry if he proposed to her, 
_ thongh she knew he had been refused by 

‘fie, 

He did not know that she knew ft, of that she 
was well aware, and she determined that the 
knowledge should never reach him. 

She shook hands with him and with Mr, Den!- 
son when they came into the drawing-room, and 
then she began to talk about the weather and to 
express her wonder at their venturing ont on 
such a day. 

“Well, the fact is, the guests ab Trevelyan 
Court are all going away, we among the number; 
and [—thet is, Denizon—wanted to see Miss 
Heath, and J thought I should like to say goud- 
bye to you before leaving the neighbourhood.” 
Boe —— — of you,” sald Charlie, a trifie 

tterly. “I suppose you are not going to the 
Antipodes |” _ 

“ Well, I don’t kuow,” he replied, awkwardly, 
“Tt may be a very long time before we meet 
FY 

Charlie's face became very pale, and she bit 
her Hps to try to keep some colour {n them. 

"How Is Miss Heath |” asked Danlaon, who 
again and agaia bad looked at the door, expecting 
Elfie to appear. 

“I—I don’t know ; very well, I think,’’ replied 
Charlie, awkwardly. 

They had both of them come to see Eifie, that 
was but too clear, and they had only aeked for 
her because she was the mistress of the house, 

“You don’t know! Ien’o she here?” asked 
Lionel Denison, with sudden alarm. 

"No, abe went to London yesterday," was the 
answer, 

"She told me that I was eure to find her here,” 
asserted Lionel, in « tons which made Charlie 
open her eyes, then say, calmly, and with some 
displeasure, — 

“That was a very extraordinary statement to 
make,” 

“ It did not appear 60 at the time,” replied Mr. 
Denison, speaking more calmly, and with some 
dignity; ‘but perhaps you will tell me where 
Mise Heath ie to be found |” 

"Oh, yes, certainly ; 1 have no desire to hide 
Mise Heatb,” she returned, wich scarcely veiled 


anger. 

‘© What is iti” she asked, sharply, turning to 
& servant who came into the room. 

The man presented a telegram on a salver and 
retired, and Charlie, though she longed to read 
it, threw It carelessly on the table by her side, 

‘Was there ever such self-denial!” seked 
Harry Kingswood, with a langh. “ Don’t let ue 
keep you from enjoying the contents of that 
mysterious envelope.” 

Something io his glance, she knew not what, 
seemed to dare her to read the telegram before 
he went away, and she accepted the mute chal- 
lenge and opened it. 

Bat when she had read the message her eyes 
swam, the paper fell from her trembling hand, 
and she would have fallen but for the cushions 
that supported her, 

Kingswood caught up a fan and tried to revive 
her by its sid, and both of the gentlemen eagerly 
asked what ailed her. 

— ~ to the paper, and sald,— 

é 24 ! , 

And Lionel Denison did so, ; 

The message wae sent fron) Mies Greatrex, 
Palace Gardens, Kensington, to Miss Birch, 
Monkshill, Devon, and ran as follows :— 

 Eifie is not here; has not been here, neither 
do Lexpec> her, Your telegram is an enigma 
to me.” 

“E.fie!” repeated Lionel Denison, his face 
agitated, and with a look in hie eyes which 
red to demand an explanation, “‘who is 

Tr 

‘Miss Heath,” replied Charlie, faintly. 

“Impossible!” said Lionel, answering the 
— in his own mind, rather than speaking 
to her. 

And he hid bis face io his hands for a time, as 
+ a the bare suggestion were too mach for 

i. 


“There fe nothing imposalble about it,” re- 
torted Charlie, rousing herself; ‘' Eifie is Misa 
Heath's Christian name ; she went away yeeter- 


day morning before I was down, and she left a | 


note behind her saying she was going to Mis) THE MOST NUTRITIOUS. 
Greatrex, and rm | me to send her Inggage | 


after her, I telegraphed yesterday begging her | 5 
to return; and this is the answer.” | 

“And where fs she?” asked Kingswood, | 
curfously, } 

Charlie shrugged her shoulderr. 


She was sincerely anxfous about her Ill- used GRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 
anxlety shared by Mr, Kingswood, 


frlend, bat she was nob pleased to see that 
“Wi you let me look at the letter which | 
Mise Heath left behind her?” asked Denfeon, ab 
length, } 
* Certainly not,” was the emphatic anawer, | 
‘ the letter concerned only Miss Heath and my- 
self.” BREAKFAST—SUPPER. 
Lionel Denison took out some letters and | 
papers from his own pocket, and selecting what | 
be wanted, he looked long and earnestly at a | 
girl's photograph. 
“Tt te like, and yet unlike,” he said, mus- | | 
ingly. Then handing ib to Charlfe, he asked, 
"Do you know that face, Mise Birch ?” 
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“Of course I do,” was the fmmediate re- | They at once check the Cough 
joinder ; “it Is = portraft of Miss Heath. I saw | aad remove the cause, 
one like {t in her desk the other day, and I re- | ~ 
marked then how greatly she had changed since | ine 
fb was en.” ' 
"Then I have found her!” exclaimed Lionel, | | One Lozenge alone relieves, 
while his handsome face became illuminated with | |||} Sold everywhere, Tins 1344, each. 





joy. ‘'‘Jast imagine, Kingswood, that I should | 
epend a whole evening with the poor child, and 
yet should not recognise her. I wonder if she 
recognised me }” 

“How should shef” returned the other 
braeqaely ; “you have told me she was a baby 
when you last saw her.” 

“So she was; but she must have known the 
name, Yer, yes, I fear she must have recoguised 
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‘Fear |" repeated Kingswood sggreseively. | 
He did not at all like the turn affairs had taken, 
and be felt Inclined to be very cisagreeable, 

But Lionel paid no heed to his remark. He be 
wi ite Birch, 1 ing upon you good | Sho all Chom 8 makers, C. and G. KEARS! ey. 

rch, ww m r j Dy post, 14 0 e re, C. . SUEY, 
nature to help me to find Elfie. She deel to | 17, North Street, Westminster. Sold in the Colonies. 


e. I found her when she was a v¥ little 
child, half buried im heather, by the side of a| DOMESTIC SERVANTS WANTED IN GANADA. 
For villages, towns, cities, and in the country dis- 


dead woman. I adopted her, and though I have nn Geneon inv dens 
been very many years abroad I have had ber well | frist Actes Oot Rents nnd in Canada from Govern. 
educated and tenderly cared for. From @ mié- | wont Agents. Ladies’ Committees are also formed in 
taken belief that she was an obstacle to my hap- | many places in Canada. Apply for pamphlets and ali 
piness ehe left my house on the day of my return | information supplied giatis and post free, to the ~~ 
to England, and from that hour to this I have | ary open is aoa nad tides Doase. 
sought her in vain.” | ster Steamship Co.'s, or their local Agents, and the 
‘And are you the guardian of whom she | Canadian Pacific Railway Company. 
sometimes speaks as though he were some dem!- | 
god!" asked Obarlfe, incredulously. 
Hie face flushed, but he made no answer ex- | 
cept to ask earnestly, — 
‘ You wili help me to find her ?” 
‘'Of course I will,” was the prompt reply: 
'' tell me what I can do.” 
‘You can tell me why she went away,” he 
returned ; ‘‘ that will be the first step towards 
finding her.” 
Charlle blushed, and her face became troubled. 
She would not so much mind telling Lionel | 
Denison why she quarrelled with E-fie, but | 
Harry Kingswood must never know it, 
And just then Kingewood sald confidently, 
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Yes, you must ‘ell us, Charife ; we'll find ker. 
wherever she fe,”’ 

“Finding her will be my work,” said Lionel 
Denison quietly, but firmly; “she belongs to 
me, and I don’t want your help, Kingswood,” 

"In that case I'll take myself off,’’ was the 
offended retort, and be would have been as good 
ae bis word if Charife had not said qnickly,—. 

“No, don’t go. I have something Important 
to tell you, and you will find a fire in the library, 
if you will walt there a Ifitle while,’’ 

And Kingswood went thither in no good 
humour, 

‘I don’t trast him,” said Lionel, as he left 
the room ; ‘‘he recognised Elfie, he knew who 
ebe was--I fee) sure that he did ; and he never 
told me.” 

Charlie was of the same opinion, but she did 
not give expression to her thoughts, for she felt 
that circumstances were working in her favour, 

'* Certainly she would do all in her power to 
help Mr, Denison to find Elfie and to keep her, 


too Rid 
(Zo be continued.) 








FACETLZ. 


A wax, on being commiserated with by a friend 
because bis wife had left him, replied, “ Ob, 
don’t pity me till she comes back |” 

" NELLIE, jasb look at thab man over there. I 
don’t think I ever saw anyone so plain.” “ Hush, 
dear ; you forget yourself.” 

"Deangst girl of all!” he exclaimed, after 
learning thet she was inclined to favour his suit. 
“AUT” she echoed. ‘Then there must be 
others.” And that was his finish. 

"Have you any nice light bread?” asked a 
prospective customer. ‘*‘Yes’m,” replied the 
baker’s boy; “‘we've some nice pound loaves 
that welgh only ten ounces,” 

Bita: “Did yon say ‘This is so sudden!’ 
when Jack y proposed?” Nita: "No, I 
intended to, you know, but I was to flastrated 
that I forgot and cried ‘ At last!’ 1 
Moet Intaligent Baby fo the Ualted Kingdom '" 

t Ba Val {in ah 
Editor: “ Send it back. Want to offend every 
young mother in the country }” 

Masgz: *' Did you notice how badly the carpet 
was worn In one epot in Ethel’s front-room }” 
Stella: *‘I suppoee she did {t standing under 
the mistletoe.” 

‘* Bittson's boy has got to be an cfficer in the 
Navy,” sald Mrs. Sells to a friend. ‘ Well, 
well,” replied the friend, "I s'pose he'll wear 
epithets on his shoulders now ?” 

Haenrext: “Emily, these blaculis aren’t the 
kind that-——" Mrs, Henpekt (glaringly) : Go 
ahead, Henry; go on!” Henpekt: “ That I 
used to get down In Egypt In the war.” 

Tae Great: ‘ Why don’t you give your hus- 
band some collar-etuds for Christmas!” The 
Wife: “Oh, he loses them eo quickly that he 
feels he’s paying for something he didn’t get.” 

‘Herne fs a girl who shot a man just because 
he irled to race her,” he said, She shrugged 
her shoulders, “I shonid not know how to use 
a revolver even if I had one,'’ she replied care- 
leasly. And thea—— 

“You are quite run down,” sald the facetious 
cyclist to the man he had knocked. over. ‘' You 

ought to take some " “7 wilJ,” said his 
victim, jamping up. “I'll take your name and 
address,” 

Lawyzr: ‘* What is your madam 3” Fair 
Witness : “ I am-~er—that dean Law 
(sarcastically): “ Kindly remember, madam, that 
every Moment you lose now will not be to your 
kdvantage,” 

‘Tus fs the new tandem, is it!” asked the 
fair maiden. “How mach will ft welgh with 
the attachmente all on!” ‘ With all the attach- 
ments on that It needs,” he whispered in her 
ym te weighs about 115 pounds more than it 

now,” j 





Mrs. De Fasnion: “ Where's the morning 
paper!’ 2f-. De F.: '‘ What on earth do you 
want with the morning psper!” 


| Mrs Miuus: “Mary, it was one o'clock this 
| Morning when you gotin, I heard you.” Mary: 
Mre, De | “Well, ma’am, if I was you I'd take something 


Fashion: “I want to see If the play we wit- | to make me sleep better. I took my shoes off 


nessed last night was good or bad.” 4 2 m®%- 
Regapy for all that might befall, the female 
detective prepared to ventare forth on the track 
of the desperate criminal, At the threshold she 
paused and cast one more icok back. 
disguise on straight!” she asked. 
“Tuer!” she cried tcornfully, 


he exclaimed pleadingly, '' Anything but that!” | What we have to eat. 
“ Thief!” abe sepentel. ** A thief takes so little | edit 
is within reach, and » financier takes so much it | 


{t is hardly missed, an embezzier takes all that 


|molse than a cat would. I've 


“Ts my | father 


| Margie : 


No, no!” | “ Why, saying grace is returaipg thanks for 


down in the kitchen and didn’t make no more 
been kind 
| of worried about you for a good while.” 
Hosress (to five-year-old guest): ‘ Does your 
say grace before dinner, Margie 3” 
“J don’t know. What's grace?” 
‘My pa doesn’t have 
He always psys cash for everyihing we 
ng to move to the 


HovuseHorper: I am gol 


cannot be counted. You stole but one.” He fe | suburbs next Monday, and I’d like you to do the 


now a financier, 

“ Way do you carry your purse in your hand 
instead of in your pocket 1” he asked, “ For 
economy,” she — “If a pickpocket ever 
got to my pocket he’d more than likely tear m 
gown, while if he grabs my puree out of my hand, 
the loss would be only threepence, some samples, 
and a postage stamp.” 

Oxrp Lavy: “There is one thing I notice par- 
ticularly about that young man who calls to ves 
you. Heseems to have an inborn, instinctive 
respect for woman. He treats every woman ae 
though she were a being from a higher sphere, 
to be approached only with the utmost delicacy 
and deference.” Granddaughter (ewest 
aighteen): “‘ Yes, he’s horridly basbfal.” 


| job,” 


Mover: ‘'How many loads}” ‘I don't 
know, You moved me once, you may remer- 
| ber.” “Yes; I needed three wegons then to get 
| through ; but that was some years sgo. Have 
| you moved since?” ‘ Yee, indeed, half a dczen 
times.” “Hum; 1 guess one wagon will carry 
| all you have left.’’ 
| THe heroine turned lke a hunted tigress 
| brought to bay. ‘Why do you pursue me!” 
she hissed. ‘‘ Because!” replied the villain, 
craftily. Bab persecution had traneformed 
| Marguerite Vere de Vere. She wae rio longer 
| the Intensely womanly woman she had hitherto 
| been, ‘*That fa no good reason at all!” she 
| shrieked, and Sir Roderick Guy de Cavendish 
| alunk away, crushed and humiliated. 
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SOCIETY. 


_ Tae Qaeen Regent of Spain accompanied by 
King Alfonso, will pay a visit to the French 
capltal in the g: 

Tue Tsar is an accomplished whistler, and 
aometimes performs variations on national airs 
for the entertainment of his intimate friends. 


Tux Crown worn by the King of Rowmania is 


mande of metal from ths cannon that were’ 


captured from the Turks by the Roumanians at 
Plevna in 1377, 

Txoved ths German Emperor employs Berlin 
taflors, he believes fa :; sing provinclals employ- 
ment also. In every important town there is a 
Court tailor, who occasionally has the honour of 
eupplying the Emperor with a uniform, 

It fe stated ai the Court of Athens that the 
Princesa of Wales, with Princess Victorfe, will 
pay another visit to her brother in March, and 
rumours of the latter’s betrothal to her cousin of 
Crete are again revived. 

Tue Dochess of Albany and her children, the 
Dake of Albany and Princess Alice, were residing 
at Stuttgart until they came to Eogland, on a 
vist to the Queen, “here they will atay for about 
thres weeks, The wJuchess of Albany and her 
children will psy a brief visit to the Queen of the 
Netherlands and the Queen-Mother at the 
agus, this month, when on their way back to 
Siubtgars, which place Is to be thelr residence 
until the end of May, 

A FEW years ago the Emperor William of 
Germany took steps to have the milk produced 
on his farms at Potsdam sold at Berlin, Carts 
bearing his name may ba seenin the streets of 
the capita), the drivera of which retall the flaid 
$0 anyone, 

TuE title of ‘‘ Dowager” seems likely In the 
near fatare to become obsolete, Queen Victorila’s 
eldest daughter was the firat to resent the title 
of dowagez, and is now known by virtua of a 
Royal Decree as Kapress Frederick.” Q iesn 
Waihelaina of Holland has been much disturbed 
by the idea of her mother being looked upon as 
au old lady, and has caused to be woe a 
decree commanding that henceforth the ex- 
Regent Is to be styled not “Queen Dowager,” 
but “Qaeen Emma of the Netherlands.” 

Tue t{mpending bebrothal of Princess Bestrica, 
the youngest daughter of the Dake and Duchess 
of Coburg, to the Grand Duke Cyril Viadl- 
mirovitch of Russia has been announced fn 
several journals, The Grand Duke Oyril has 
lately been staying ab Coburg, but there can be 
no idea of his betrothal to Princess Beatrice, 
their marriage being an impossibility, as they 
are first cousins, and such unions are strictly 
forbidden by the statutes of the Greek Orthodox 
Church. There can be no question as yet of 
Peincess Beatrice being betrothed to anybody, 
for she will not be afxteen until April next, 

Tux Qacen thoroughly enjoys the keen alr at 
Balmoral, and even on cold days there fa no 
fire In the room fa which she sits, and more than 
ones the cold of the diniog-room at Balmoral 
has proved a very trylog ordeal to many very 
delicate women obliged to appar in the orthodox 
décollete dress, In sll weathers, In rain and 
storm, and the drenching damp of a Scotch mist, 
Her Majesty, when at her Highland bome, drives 
outin her epen carriage, delighting In the cold 
alr which some of her ladies find very trylog 
Balmoral is comfortably, but by no means 
magnificently furnished, and some visitors have 
been rather disappointed with It, 

Taz German Crown Prince recently shot his 
Grst red deer at Potsdam, and was warmly con- 
gratulated by hie father. His Imperial Highness’ 
promises to become an excellent shot, but he Is 
not so keen a sporteman as his father, and takes 
more interest in intellectual pursulte, Hoe is a 
finished musician, and spends as much time as 
possible in studying the violin ; but at the sante 
time, he fs devoted to active amusements, and is 
a good rider, a ekilful cyclist, and a very graceful 
fencer, When he completes his eighteenth year 
he ts to go to Potsdam in order to do daty 
with ~ Firet Peusafan Foot Guards for a few 
months, 


STATISTICS. 


Loypon has 1,380 miles of streets; Parie 600, 

A Rattway will be built up the Rax Alp, 
which is 6,400 feet high. 

Lanp {n this country is worth 300 times as 
much as [6 was 200 years ago. 

Ix proportion to ite sfza, Eogland has eight 
times as many miles of railway as the United 
Shates. , 

THE cost of the world’s wars since the 
Orimean war has been £2 453,000,000, or enough 
to give a — of sovereigns to every man, 
woman, and d on the globe. 

Tt has been calculated that the loss from 
iliness averages 20,000,000 weeks of work in a 
year, or two and‘s half per cent. of the work 
done by the whole population between 15 and 
65 years of age. 





GEMS. 


Lgarninc unapplied fs like seed put away to 
decay slowly on the shelf of indolence, 

Suspicion is the attribute of a weak nataro, 
Respect all you meet till you have cause to do 
otherwiee, and then avold; do not condemn, 

Garrat natures gain the sympathy of the 
world because we know instinctively that they 
wil follow a eimple, brave, direct course, It 
is the small nature that ts unreliable, 

A waove unrepented fs always a weight on 
our self-respect, but ons atoned for ia s height 
in whose shadow we may view with broader, 
nobler charity, and more sympathetic tender- 
nese, the faulta of others, extending them a 
help untried goodness could never give, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


CuraP Sponck Cake,—Three eggs, three cups 
floar, wo cups sugar, half acup milk, ons tea- 
epoonfal cream of tartar, half a teaspoonful! soda, 
lemon. Bake qalckly. 

Ausonp Puppixe, — Blanch and pound a 
quarter-pound of almonds, take one pound of 
stale cake or sweet biscuits, scald witb tolling 
milk, and when soaked beat it up. Add the 
almonds, rind of half a lemon, three eggs, 
quarter-pound white sugar. The pudding may 
be either baked or steamed, and two or three 
bitter almonds, pounded, improve the flavour. 

SsorTsrkaD,--Take half-pound flour, quarter 
pound butter, two onnces castor sugar, and a 
pinch baking soda; gr butter and sugar on 
board, mix sugar with {¢; when this is done 
thoroughly, put the butter in among the flour, 
breaking little bite off, then rub all in amongat 
the flour ; take outa spoonful of the latter and 

t in aame quantity of rice flour, when all has 

made Into a round bal! cut in two and make 
into cakes ; ploch edges and fork the cake; then 
place on a papared oven shelf and bake half an 
hour; let the éske rest on another shelf which 
has sand spread over it; put paper bands round 
cakes to keep from burning. 

Quesn Cakzs.—Ingredients: Quarter-pound 
butter, quarter. pound castor sugar, two eggs, elx 
ounces flour, teaspoonful baking powder, pinch 
of salt, three ounces of glacé cherries —— 
two ounces peel, one lemon. Well butter any 
fancy mould you may have. Cream together the 
butter and sugar. Then well beab the eggs, and 
add them gradually and alternately with the 
flour, into which you have mixed the baking- 
powder and ealt. Next cut the cherries in halves, 
and add them, Then chop and add the peel, 
also the grated rind of the Jemon, If liked, a 
few drops of vanilla may be added aswell, Put 
the mixture Into the prepared tins, and bake in a 
moderate oven for about twenty minutes, or 





until they are a pale brown, 


Se 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


Betwezn the two lower falls of the Nile, rain 
has never been experfenced, 


Tre Saturday afternoon holiday was the custom 
in this country as far back as the thirteenth 
century, 

Sroxars are marines animals aay pas bs 
spring. The young sponges swim about for 
ease time, bet finally become fixed to rocke. 

No haman head was impressed on coin anti! 
after the death of Alexander the Great, All 
images before that time were deltics, 

Tue salmon leaves the sea and enters fresh 
water in order to breed, while the eel leaves 
fresh water and enters the sea for the same 
cause, 

Spars has greater mineral resources than any 
other country fa Earope, tucluding iron, copper, 
zinc, silver, antimony, quickellver, lead, aud 

pean. 

Tus Indians of the interfor of Bolivia wear 
skirte and hats made of the bark of a tree, which 
is soaked in water to goften the fibre, and then 
beaten to make 1b pliable, 

Tue highest epot Inhabited by human belong: 
on this globe is the Buddhist cloister of Hanle, 
Talbet, where twenty-one monks live at au 
altitude of 16,000 fest. 

THE partridge-canea used for the twisted and 
curled handles of umbrellas and walking-sticks 
are Imported in large quantities frora China and 
the West Indies, 

Neary all. the {neects, crustacsans, worms, 
snails, and the like go into winter quarters ; 
frogs and all the repilie kind hibernate by bury- 
ing themselves in mud or under stones, 

Ir is not generally known that there is stil! 
living in Europe a large herd of European bison. 
i are preserved by the Czar of 
Russia in the Imperfal forest of Blelovege, in 
Lithuania, and number something like 700, 

Frencu military suthoritles are considering 
the advisability of adopting a “ pistol sabre ”— 
an ordinary sabre with a small firearm io the 
hilt, which Is discharged when the blade fs 
pushed against a résfating surface, 

Tue eyetem of vaccination is now so perfect in 
the Germany army that smallpox has been re- 
duced to slx or seven cases annually. A!l 
recruits are revaccinated, and there must be at 
least ten punctures in each arm. 

A sew way to coal locomotives fs being Intro- 
duced by a prominent railway. All the engineer 
has to do fz to run his engine on a trestle, touch 
a button, and a tenderfal of coal drops {tuto his 
tender, which fs welghed as !t drops fn. 

Iv is Interesting to know that 4,200 species of 
plants are gathered and used for coramercial 
purposes In Europe, Of these 420 have a perfame 
that ts pleasing, and enter largely fato the manu- 
facture of scents and soaps. There are more 
species of white flowers gathered than of any 
other colour—1124 in all, 

Wate the sperm whale has numerous teeth on 
the lower jaw, the narwhale very seldom de- 
velops more than one, whic®, however, attains an 
extraordinary riz. I grows out right forward, 
in a line with the body, until ip becomes a 
veritable tusk, sometimes reaching a length of 
10 ft. 

Some historical trees have lately come into the 
New York timber-market from the Wilderness 
battleficid of the Civil War. The bills of ladice 
showed that the trees had been felled, and the 
lumber sawed there, In some of the planks the 
milnie balls can be seen plainly, the wood directly 
adjacent to the bullets being discoloured or rotten, 
but not enough to damage the lumber, 

Some experiments recently made In Belgiam 
tend to throw doubt on the trath of the aseump- 
tlon that {nsects are guided to flowers by the 
brightness of thefr colours, Brilliantly-coloured 
dahlias were so as to show only the discs ; 
the butterflies and bees sought these flowers with 
the sams eagerness and frequency as thoze which 





were fully exposed. 
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KOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


yr to the Commissioner of Police, Scotland 
yard 

Auxsous Motuer.—Bible teaching is given in a great 
many Board schools. 

Igwonamos —Major Marchand was the French officer 
who r ‘ashoda, 

W. G.—We do not think you are likely to purchase 
guinea under 303. anywhere. 

Corontau.—-There is no king in Egypt, but the 
Khedive or Viceroy resides at Catro. 

Xuas.—The 25th of December, 1873, fetl on Thursday ; 
the 2ad of October, 1889, on Wednesday. 

Barr E.ror.—We belfeve marriages are sometimes 
performed at the Registrar's Office on Christmas Day, 

corms Gazy.—The Scots Greys are the ove Scotch 
cavalry regiment in the regular army of the United 
Kingdom. 

Woratep Reaper.—If the widow is chargeable to the 
parish, so may the childrea be. You are not compelled 
to support them. 

Arxtovs Lover.—We weuld advise you te endeavour 
to win her love on your own merits, and not on the 
strength of frequent and costly cifte. 

Woutn-ss Actress ~The theatrical profession fs 
already overflowing with actors and actresses, who find 
it a very bard matter to obtain employment, 

In Want or Avvice.—We fear you are beginning to 
get tired of home ; hence the little quarrels of frequent 
occurrence with your wife. The remedy lies entirely 
with yourself. 

Baokty-BEARTED.—You are to be congratulated upon 
having “lost the young man Ss then condoled 
with. You will be more than foolish if you take any 
farther notice of him. 

Uscertars,—Having no knowledge of your mental 


or physical capacities, tastes, cr inclinations, it is 
impossible for us to point out the trade or business 
which will suit you best. 


Paxcy.—To freshen > ine cover a hot smoothing-fron 

with a wet cloth, and hold the plush firmly over it, 

~ vapours arlaing will rafze the pile of the plush with 
the azaistanoe of a little whisk. 


M. H.—A rubbing with a cloth dipped fn aromonta 
will remove the greasy look. Velvet collars may bo 


treated in the same way, but must be held in front of 


a hot fron directly after to raiso the pile, 

Motiti—Raub the linen well with then scrape 
some fine chalk, and rub thet ales cn the Maun. Lap 
on the grass, As it dries, wet a little, and the mildew 
wil come out @ second application. 

Fappy.—To test whether sheets aro porn ted 

an ordinary tumbler between the shesta ior a wae 


place 
while, and if they are not perfectly dry, traces 
wile, and, it they. on the inside cf the giast 


E. B,—If one is born in Scotland of English parents 
he is of per nationality, and tf of Scotch parents in 
England he is of Scotch nationality ; the dietiaction in 
both cases being that the man's nativity is not the same 
as his nationality. 


Awnie's Brorner —If you wish to ay as baad 
apply to the second engineer on board again, it 
your — to sail as deck hand see the oaptata or ae 
owners and sign articles at the Mercantile Marine Office 
in the capacity of ordinary seaman. 


A Dovsrret: Reapszr.—You certainly should be 
guided to some extent by your parents’ wishes. You 
eeem to have a very happy and comfortable home, and 
we should think that you are very Ilkely to regret it if 
you leave it now in the way you suggest, 


, A PE. Py etn A the supply exceeds the 

know a model, she will tell you how 

aH ou do not, you ranat “ply to an artist, 

juck ob pot weed See emg athor hind a work. He will 
either employ you or tell you where to go. 


May Brossou.—First rub with a little nye and 
then with very finely powdered rotten-stone, and 
polish with a soft chamots leather. A little perafia 
mixed with the sweet of! prevents the brass from 
tarnishing as quickly as it in one would. 


h can easily be removed 
by gith eal pars of wnmonta and of 
tu of the same as the 
dress, If the fata have been allowed pon ‘Tb a 

little unsalted lard on to soften and 


bee mre + po J water 
fresh stains, C14 ones 
with alittle whisky before sending to wash. Of course 
chloride of lime will remove the stains, but unless very 
carefully used it ia apt to burn holes tn the fabric. 


T. ¥. V.—The reference is to the Roman legend of 
the masence of whian gene (numbering [96 males, 
besides women and children, after having for two 
yeara a fortified camp on the Oremara (a tributary of 
the ber) againat the inbabltante of the hostile city of 


< axp Stan.—The reason that the moth’s 








M. Y.—Tho may ge! does not become enfranchisect 
by mere residence this country; after he has been 
five years in United Kingdom he can, in the pres- 
cribed form, apply to a Secretary of Etate for natural- 
isation papers, and wili probably get them, but cannot 
compe] it, 


Litria Bex.-The only plan is t> hunt them down; 
abake the blankets es ae in which they lark, if possible 
have them in open atr for ap honr or two, renew 
bedding if it fs ola, “and wash floor under and eround 
bed with’ water containing a good dash of vinegar or a 
little carbolic acid. 


Penront,—The excessive use of cologne or perfumes 
is to the refined woman an abomipation, and ts con- 
sidered by the majority of people a tign of vulgarity. 
But the odour of cleanliness and s suspicion of 
some good extract is delightful to the senses of the 
person in proximity to the woll-dressed woman, 


Cockatoo —Oockatoos are not very intelligent, and 
make poor pupils ; but sit down before it and patiently 
repeat over and over again » word ata time the phrase 
you desire it to acquire ; when the bird makes its frat 
attempt to imitate you, Wet it have a tit. bit: it Jearns 
in that way how to carn something good for steelf, and 
is the more readily induced to try again. 


ONLY A WOMAN'S HEART. 


ONLY a woman's heart, whereon 
You have trod in your careless Laste + 

A thing at best that was easy won 
What matter how drear a waste 

Her life may be in the future years ? 
What matters it? Do not start — 

It ia only the sound of dropoing tears 
As wrung from 3 woman's heart. 


’Tis of little warth, for tt cost you raught 
Bat a honeyed word and a smile. 
Was the fault not hers, if ehe blindly thought 
You were tiuer than truth the wh:ls? 
What if the seods of a life-long woa 
From ite broken shrine upstart ? 
What does tt matter to you? You know 
It is only a woman's heart. 


Only a heart to be thrown away 
With the recklessness that a 

Who, careless of pleasure and weary of play, 
Would throw down a broken toy. 

The world is fair and the world is wide, 
And there’s more in its busy mart ; 

you know you have put ‘astd ) 

it is only Z woman's coat 


But powerless ie your boasted will 
To vanquish the ghost of sin. 

It baa spoken oft, and it whispers still 
Your soul’s dark chambers in ; 

In the drama of one life you know 
You have acted the viliian's part, 

For you struck a hard, a cruel blow, 
And it fell on a woman's heart. 


Cs vane ten, ah, well | 
‘Tis little, I trow, to you 

Whether that heart was as false as hell, 
Or as heaven itself is true. 

You may hug the thought to your relfieh breast 
That you're skilled in deception’s art 

Bat I brand thief for the peace and vest 
That you from a woman's heart. 


Wistacne.—The term ‘Chiltern Hundreds” practi- 
cally means that the Member of Parliament accepts an 
—= aa the Crown, and, therefore, vacates bis seat. 

nomia It has no emoluments 
sod. ue Gatien bet it keeps up the rule that a Member 
of Parliament cannot retire from bis duties without 
consent of the Crown. 


A, O. M.—The monkey temple of Benares {s one of 
the grandest and most costly buildings In the city. 
The followers of Brahwa d this animal in great 


awe; it is sacred, and they fear and worship as 
de es any of the images of wood and stone. The 
—, 


temple js elaborately Bitted up for the 
of numerous monkeys who are confined 


Haary.—When a besieged town has se and 
the men of Ite garrison are permitted to 


Sorat of Tt wen mere capering about, 
Dav.—The modern naval ram is nct a submarine 





Aut.— Mock crab makes a tasty and sconomica!l dish. 
Mash with a fork as much fat cheere as you map 
require ; sexson with mustard, salt and pepper; now 
add pounded, hard-bofled yolks of egee. Mix well, 
adding as much tarragon vinegar as required to mix 
thoroughly. If this is served with @ lettuce salad, few 
will know it from crab itself. 


Gixcrn.—Take one pound cf raisins, the thinly-pared 
rind of one lemon and three-quarters of an ounce of 
well-bruised, whole, unbleached ginger. Pat these 
ingredients to steep in one quart of the best French 
brandy until the spirit has absorbed the amount of 
flavour you deeire, then strain, and edd one pouad of 
powdered loaf sugar; agitate till dissclred, after thet it 
is ready for use, 


Barrow.—The rose fa the emblem of England; 
land, the thistle, and Ireland, the abamrock (antes 4 
latter oan scarcely be called flowers); France bas the 
lily ; Holland, the tulip; Wales, the leck; Egypt, the 
lotus ; Greece. the violet ; Germany, the corn iowe 
Finland, the linden: Saxony, the mignonette ; Sp ain, 
the pomegranste | Japav, the chrysanthem um ; 5; itu ly, 
the lily : Switverland, the edelweics. 


Jacxo,—The Mohicans was the name of a tribe of 
Indians of the great Algonquin family which tn the 
aeventesnth century inhabited the country now forming 
the acuth-west part of New Eogland and that portion ot 
New York east of the Hudson Riv or. All traces of them 
have now nearly disappeared, elthouga Cooper's cele 
brated novel, ‘' The Last of the Mohicans,” will cause 
their name to survive most of the other Indian tribes: 


Lora.—In order to be married at the registrar's 
office it is necessary that notice should be given to the 
superintendent registrers of the districts in which the 
parties have resided for seven days; twenty-one daye 
thereafter certificates wiil be granted "to them authorle- 
ing the celebration of the marriage by registrar or 
minister as desired ; the whole cost, carried .out in the 
manner described, is 104, 7d. 


Faivotity.—To prepare mnilled claret, take one cup 
of claret, six whole cloves, a little grated nutmeg, one 
cup of boiling weter, two or three tablespoonfuls of 
white sugar, twelve ‘whole spices, and four Inches of 

stick clonamoen. Boil the water with the spices for ten 
or fifteen minutes, then dissolve the sugar in it 
remove from the fire, and strain into a pitcher contain. 
ing the claret. 


Onris.—Line a plata w'th puff pastry, and spread 
with a thin layer of raspherry jam. Beat two ounces of 
butter to a cream ; add two ounces of caster sugar and 
the yolks of two eggs, beat for five minutes ; add two 
ounces of ground almonds and the whites of eggs besten 
toa stiff froth. Flavour with essence of almonds, and 
fill the tart with the mixture. Decorate with cross 
oe ps of pastry, and bake in a moderate oven for about 

an hour. 


Farsx Frecvs.—Seek itin the direction whcre your 
training and experience would tell in your favour, and 
— laudable desire to become an employer instead of 

S Dea oe, be gratified—why not emigrate 

to New Z ad, say, where stock-ralsing is now be- 
coming prospe erous? Send penny stamp to Government 
Hastanenne’ Information Office, 31. Broadway, Wesat- 
minster, London, 8.W., for copy of New Zealand Hand: 

book, read that 3 attentively and form a decision. 


A. R.—You might try careful sponging with a litle 
water or ammonia and water, but there is danger 
that to remove the stain may injare the dye. If how- 
ever, you succeed, and the sponging cause the pile of 
the plush to We fiat after it has dried, you may then 
raise the pile by directing the steam from a belt empty 
boiling tea-kettle to play upon the flattened portion, at 
the same time helping it to rise with the points of a 
tough-hairedd clothes Bane very gently used. 


Tuase Barrs.—‘' Pawn” is a contract whereby the 
owner of a thing delivers it'ts a creditor as scourity for 
a pea contracted by himself or a third party; thie con- 

ow hy of Logon antiquity, as may be seen on referring 
ge he ayo ~ Tarasr (Gen. a } and 

ogaic Law (Exod. xxii); in 

pF times ie vague te class of money-lende . ‘haoe 
often advanced ve E on te. of plate, &>, ; this 
was the business carried mabard traders, ‘from 
when Lombard Street in p> Pine takes ite name; and 
cen aes that the three golden balls which figure over 
wasnpe. ease taken —~ the armortal bearings 

of the the PMediot tam fly ; this fis the generally socepted 
explanation of the algn awong those who have traced 
the development of pawnbroking from the earliest ages. 








od, Posteo, Three can be sent to any part of the 


ier the thly Part, inchs ding wt Lage os f& 
Mon Ny : 
Right Shillings and Mohseasn, patton. 


Aut Baca Noweens, Pants and Vorvmes are in 
print, and may be had of any Booksellers. 


NOTICE. post tes 3 = 464 & 485 Is } aoe Oot = 
Sixpence, post free Hightpence, Also THki 
bound in cloth, 4s. 6d. 


Tax INDEX ro Vou. LXXITI. fs now Ready; Price 
One Penny, post-free, Three-Halfpenve. 


Aut Lzerrens TO Bz Appnessep TO THE Eprron 
or Taz Lorpow Braver, 26, Catherine Street, Strand, 
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«*e We cannot undertake to return rejected manu- 
acripta. 
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ALL GOOD GHILOREN TAKEBEECHAW'S PLS. 


y These renowned Pills are composed entirely of medicinal herbs, and are warranted 

A free from mercury or other poisonous substance. They can harm no one, and may be 

given to children, or to the aged and infirm, with perfect safety. They cleanse the 
stomach and bowels, and purify the blood ; invigorate the whole nervous system, and 


give tone and energy to the muscles. In the preparation of BEECHAM’S PILLS 
s the most scrupulous care is taken, and the ingredients form the most successful com- 
bination that has ever been discovered for 


Sick Headache, Constipation, Wind and Pains in Stomach, Impaired 
| Digestion, Disordered Liver, Female Ailments, 








AND ALL 


BILIOUS & NERVOUS DISORDERS. 


Sold by all Druggists and Patent Medicine Vendors everywhere, in Boxes 1/14 (56 pills) and 2/9 each. 


OVER 6,000,000 BOXES SOLD ANNUALLY. 


London : Published by the Proprietor at 26, Oatherine Street, Strand, and printed by Wooorats aud Kispga, Long Acre, W.0. 
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